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MY-V.I.ORD, 

ENCO&R';AQ'^.p;by the favourable 
oiplmovi^i^^ji^^ the moft inge- 

nious of my friends, but particularly anima- 
ted by your Lordship's Approbation, I 
venturM.to bring this Play on the Stage, even 
after it had been refufed where I firff intended 
it ihould appear. As the reception it met 
with from the Public hath amply juftify'd 
your LoRBsttiP^s fentlmerits concerning it^ 
^ permit nje to take .this opportunity of pre-* 
fcnting it to You, as an unfeigned teftimony 

B ^^ 



DEDICATION. 

of the refped I bear for your Lord shifts 
diftinguiftiM Merit, and as a grateful, tho* un- 
equal return, for the many favours, which it 
IS my pride to own, I have receivM from your 
hands. For I do not mean, my Lord, in 
this addrefs to offend your delicacy by a need- 
lefs panegyric upon Your Charafter, which 
will be delivered down with admiration to lateft 
pofterity, but to do the higheft honour to my 
own^ by thus publifhing to the world, that I 
have notbeen thought unworthy the favour and 
patronage of the Earl of Chesterfield, 

lam. 

My Ltjpbiiv : : .._ 






With gjrei^t Re3^e£|j; 



- « •• 



Moft obliged and 

Obedient humble Servant^ 



R. DODSLET. 
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PREFACE 



To the Third Edition. 

AIsT impetfeS: hirit towatds the Fable of the 
following Tragedy, was taken from the Le- 
gend of St, Genevieve written originally in French^ 
and tranllated into Etiglifti about an hundred years 
ago by Sir William Lower. The firft fketch of iti 
coniilting then of Three Afts oilly^ was flxewii tb 
Mr. Pope two or three years before his death, wh5 
inform'd me that in his very early youth,^ h^ had at- 
tempted a Tragedy On th6 f^he fiibjed:, which he 
afterwaixi^ideftrdy'dj ah^ he advifed me to extend 
my plan to fiid A4lsi : ^ ^ . 



It lay by ^ nle,lVhbwever, f of fome years, before 
I purfu*d it ; difcourag'd by the apprehenfion of 
failing in the attempt : but happening at lafl: to 
difcovet a method of altering and extending it, I 
tefum'd the defign ; and as leifure from my other 
avocations permitted,- have brought it to its prefent 
ftate. 

I cannot omit this opportunity of repeating my 
acknowledgements to the Public for the continu. 
ance of their candid reception to thefe imperfeft 

B 2 ^^^^^%^ 



PREFACE. 

fcenes. The Performers alfo are entituled to my 
thanks, for their diligent application to their re- 
fpedtive parts, and for their juft and forcible man- 
ner of reprefenting them, 

I have endeavoured in this third * edition to avail 
myfelf of every material objeftion that hath come 
to my knowledge, as far a^ I could do fo without 
totally altering the fable; not indeed with the vain 
hope of producing at laft a faultlefs piece, but in 
order to render it in fome degree lefs unworthy of 
that indulgence with which it has been honoured. 
I have only to add, that if it fliould be aAed ano- 
ther feafon, I could wifli it might be ftudied from 
the prefent copy, as I hope it is not only more 
corred, but fomewhat improved. 
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PROLOGUE, 

By William IvIelmoth, Efq* 

Spoken by Mr. Ros^. 

y CT^WAS once the mode inglorious war to wage 
JL With each hold hard that dur/i attempt the Stage j 
And Prologues were hut preludes to engage. 
S'hen mourned the Mufe notjiory^d woes alone. 
Condemned to weep, with tears unfeigrCd, her own% 
Pajl are thoji hojiile days : and JVits no more 
One undiJlinguiJW d fate with Fools deplore. 
,No more the Mufe laments her long- felt wrongs. 
From the rude licence of tumultuous tongues : 
In peace each Bard prefers his doubtful claim, 
And as he merits,, meets, or mijfes. Fame. 
^Twas thus in Greece (when Greece fair Science hlejl^ ' 

And Heaven-horn Arts their chofen Land pojfeji) 
TV ajfemhled People fate with decent pride. 
Patient to hear, and skilful to decide ; 
Lefs forward far to cenfure than to praife. 
Unwillingly refused the rival Bays. 
Yes y they whom Candor and true Tafle infpire 
Blame not with half the Paffion they admire ; 
Each little Blemijh zvith regret defcry, • ^ \ 

But mark the Beauties with a raptured eye^ 
Tet modeft fears invade our Author'' s Ireajl, 
JVith Attic lore, or Latian, all urihleji 5 
Denyd by Fate thro' Clajftc fields to fir ay y 
Where bl^om thofe wreaths which never know decay: 
Where Arts new force from kindred Arts acquire. 
And Poets catch from Pofts genial fire. 
Not thus he hoafls the hreajl humane to prove. 
And touch thofe fprings which generous paffions move. 
To melt the foul by fcenes of fabled woe. 
And hid the tear for fancy d forrows flow j 
Far humbler paths he treads in quejl of Fame, 
Andirujls to Nature what from Nature came. 



PERSONSof the DRAMA, 

. MEN.. 

SiFRoy, a General Officer, Mr, Ross. 

Beaufort Senior, Father of Cleone, Mr. Ridout, 

Beaufort Junior, her Brother, IWr. Dyer. 

Paulet, the Friend of SifroV, Mr. Clarke. 

Glanville, a near Relation, Mr. Sparks. 

Ragozin, a Servant corrupted by 1 i^*^ * 

GRANVILLE, ) ^^'^^'^^'''°'?' 

WOMEN. 

CtEOKE, the Wife of SiFRoy, Mrs. Bellamy. 

Isabella, her Companion, Mrs. Elmv. 

A Child about five Years old. 

Officers of Justice, Servants, &c. 

SCENE, Sifroy's Houfe, and an adjoining Wood. 

Time, that of the Adion. 
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A G T I. 

S C E N E !• J Room in Sifroy'i Hou/e^ 
, Glanville, Isabella. 

Glanville. 

WHAT means this diffidence, this idle fear ? 
Have I not given thee proof my heart is thine? 
!Proof that I mean to fandtify our joys 
By facred wedlock ? Why then doubt my truth ? 
Why hefitate, why tremble thus to join 
In deeds, which juflice and my love to thee 
Alone infpire ? If we are one, our hopes. 
Our views, our interefts ought to be the fame. 
And canft thou tamely fee this proud Sifroy 
Triumphant lord it o'er my baffled rights ? ' 

B4. TKofe 
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Thofe late acquir'd demefnes, by partial hand 
Conflgn'd to him, in equity are mine. ] 

Isabella. 
The ftory oft I've heard : yet fure Sifroy 
Hath every legal title to that wealth 
By yirill bequeath'd : and childlefs (hould he die. 
The whole \yere thine. Wait then till time--r 

■I . ; . . . • » 

• GLANriLLE. 

Art thou, 
My Ifabella, thou an advocate 
For him whofe hand, with felon-arts, with-holds 
Thofe treafures which I covet but for thee ? 
Where is thy plightec} faith ?r-rthy yows ? — :thy trijth ? 

Isabella. 
Forbear reproach ! O Glanville, love to thee 
Hath robb'd me of my truth — feduc'd me on 
From ftep to ftep, till virtue quite forfook me. 
Falfe if I am, 'tis to myfelf, not thee ; 
Thou haft my heart, and thou (halt guide my wiU, 
Obedient to thy wilhes. 

Glanville. 

Hear me then — 
This curft Sifroy ftands in my fortune's way-; 
I muft remove him. — Well I know his weakncfc— * 
His fiery temper favours my defign. 
And aids the plot that works his own undoing. 
Yet whilft far off remov'd, he leads our troops. 
The nation's doughty chief, he ftands fecure, 
Beyond the reach of my avenging hand. 
But this will force him home — I have convey 'd, 
By Ragozin his fervant, whom I fent 
On other bufinefs, letters which difclofe 
His wife's amour with Paulet. 

I5A- 
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Isabella. 

Ah ! tho' mc 
Thou haft convinced, and I believe her falfe, 
Think'ft thou Sifroy will credit the report ? 
Will not remembrance of her feeming truth, 
Her artful modefty, and aftcd fondnefs, 
JSecure the eafv confidence of love ? 

Glanville. 
I know it ought not. Weak muft be the man 
Who builds his hopes on fuch deceitful ground^ 
Paulet is young, not deftitute of paffion ; 
Her hufband abfent, they are oft together : 
Then (he hath charms to warm the coldeft breaft. 
Melt the moft rigid virtue into love. 
And tempt the firmeft friendfhip to be fraiL 
All this I've urg'd, join'd with fuch circumftancc^ 
Such ftrong prefumpifive proof, as cannot fail 
To fhake the firm foundations of his truft. 
This once accomplifh'd, his own violence 
And heated rage, will yrge him tq commit 
Some defperate aft, and plunge him into ruin. 

ISA]3£LLA. 

Put grant thou fliould'ft fucceed, what wiU enfue ? 
Suppofe him dead, doth he not leave an heir. 
An infant fon, that will prevent thy claim ? 

Glanville. 
That bar were eafily remov'd.— But foft, 
■^ho's here ? Tis Ragozin return'd. 

[Enter Ragpjtin. 

SCENE ir. 

Glanville, Isabella, Ragozin\ 

Glanville. 

What ncw$f 
©ear Ragozin ? How did Sifroy receive 



lo C JL E O N E. 

My letters ? Speak — My vaft impatience would 
Know all at once. — What does his rage intend ? 

RAGOZIIf. 

All you could wifli. A v^irlwind is but weak 

To the wild ftorm that agitates, his breaft. 

At firfl: indeed he doubted— .-fwore 'twas falfe— 

ImpofTible— But as he read, his looks 

Grew fierce ; pale horror trembled on his cheek ; 

And with a faultering voice at length he cry'd, 

(he is vile ! — It muft, it muft be fo — 
Glanville is juft, is good, and (corns to wrong her—* 

1 know his friendfhip, know his honeft heart- 
Then falling, fobb'4 in fpeechlefs agony. 

Glanville. 
Good, very good ! — I knew 'twould gall — proceed, 

V Ragozin. 

His fmother'd grief at length burft forth in rage. 
He ftarted from the floor — he drew his fword— < 
And fixing it with violence in my grafp — 
Plunge this, he cry'd,* O plunge it in the heart 
Of that vile traitor, Paulet ! — Yet forbearr— 
That exquifite revenge my own right hand 
Demands, nor will I give it to another ! 
This faid — pufli'd on by rage, he to her fire 
Difpatch'd a letter, opening to him all 
Her crime, and his difhonpur. This to you. 

iGives a letter^ 

Glanville. 
How eagerly he runs into the toils. 
Which I have planted for his own deftrudtion ] 
Dear Ragozin, fuccefs fhall double all 
My promifes ; and now we are embark'd. 
We muft proceed, whatever ftorms arife. 
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Isabella. 
]3ui re^ji the fetter, 

[GlanvUle cpens the letter and readi, 
Tho' thou haft ftabh'd me to the heajct, I cannot but 
thank thy goodnefs for the tender regard thou haft fliewn 
to my honour. Tile traitor Paifl^t fhall die by jny own 
Jiand : that righteous vengeance muft be mine. Mean 
time, forbid the villain's entrjjince to my houfe. As tp 
her who was once my wife, let her go to her father's, to 
whom I have written ; leaving it to him to vindicate her 
yff tue, or conceal her fliame, I am in too much confufioif 
to add more. S I F R O Y, 

Glanville^. ' 

This is enough— 'by heaven ! I fought no more, 
It is the point at which my wiflies aim'd. 
The death of Paulet muft include his own ; 
Juftice will take th^it life my injuries feek, 
Nor (hall Sufpicion caft one glance on me. 
But does he purpofe foon to leave the army, 
Pr let his vengeance fleep ? 

i 

Ragozin. 

All wild he raves, 
That honour ftiould forbid to quit his eharge. 
Yet what refolves the tumult in his breaft 
May urge, is hard to fay. 

Glanville. 

We muft prepare 
For his arrival ; well I know his rage 
Will burft all bounds of prudence. Thou, my friend, 
(For from the hour which fhall compleat our bufmefs. 
Thy fervitude (hall ceafe) be diligent 
To watch all accidents, and well improve 
Whatever chance may rifev 

Rago- 
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Ragozin. 

Tnift to my care. [Exh^ 

Glanville. 
Kow, Ifabella F now th* important hour 
To prove my truth, arifes to my wifh. 
No longer (halt thou live the humble friend 
Of this Cleone, but her equal born, 
3halt rife by me to grace an equal fphere. 

Isabella. 
H^r equal born I am — nor can my heart ^ 

A keener pang than bafe dependence feel. 
Yet weak by nature, and in fear for thee, 
J tremble for th 'event. — O ftould'ft thpu fail-— 

Glanville. 
To me, my Ifabella, truft the proof 
Of her conceal'd amour. I know full well 
Her modefty is mere difguife, aflumM 
To cheat the world ; but it deceives not me, 
I {hall unveil her latent wickednefs. 
And on her midnight revels pour the day. 

Isabella. 
Scarce can my heart give credit—-* 

Glanville. 

Thou, alas, 
Art Minded by the femblance (he difplays 
Of truth and innocence ; but I explore 
Her inmoft foul, and in her fecret thoughts 
Re^d wantonnefs. Believe me, this gay youth, 
Mafk'd in the guife of friendfhip to Sifroy, 
Is her vile paramour. But I forget ; 
Tell Ragozin, my love, to wait without ; 
This bufmefs afics difpatch, and I may want 
His ufeful aid. 

Isabella* 



i 
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Isabella. 
I go ; but ftHl my heart 
Beats anxious, left the truth of thy fufpicions . 
Should fail of proof, [Exit Ifabella. 

Glanville. 

Fear nothing, I'm fecure. 
Fond, eafy fool ! whom for my ufe alone, 
Not pleafure, I've enfnared ; thou little dream'ft. 
That fir'd with fair Cleone's heaven of charms, 
I burn for their enjoyment There, there too, 
Sid this Sifroy, this happy hated rival. 
Defeat the firft warm hopes that fir'd my bofom. 
I mark'd her beauties rifing in their bloom. 
And purpos'd for myfelf the ripening fweetnefs ; 
But ere my hand could reach the tempting fruit, 
*Twas ravifh'd from its eager grafp. And Oh ! 
Would fete at laft permit me to prevail, 
Vengeance were fatisfy'd. I will attend her ; 
And urge my fuit, tho' oft repuls'd, once more. 
If (he's obdurate ftill, my flighted love 
Converts to hatred : I will then exert 
The power which her deluded lord hath given. 
Drive her this inftant hence, and in her flight. 
To glut my great revenge, fhe too fhall fall. 

[Exit. 
SCENE in. Changes to another Room. 

Cleojue and a Servant. 

Cleonje. 
Paulet ! my huftand's friend ! give him admittance ; 
[i« friendfhip fympathizes with my Igye^ 

Cheers 



( 
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Cheers me by talking of my abfent lord. 
And fooths my heart with hopes of his return. 

[Enter Paulet^ 

Paulet. 

Still do thefe louring clouds of forrow (hade 
Cleone's brow, and fadden all her hours ? 

* Cl£one. 

Ah Paulet ! have I not juft caufe to mourn ? 
Three tedious years have paft fince thefe fad eyes 
Beheld my dear Sifroy ; and the ftern brow 
Of horrid war ftill frowns upon my hopes. 

PAULEt. 

The fate of war, 'tis true, hath long detain'd 
My noble friend from your fond arms and mine : 
But his redoubted fword by this laft ftroke 
Muft foon reduce the foe to fue for peace. 
The gallant chief who led the barbarous hoft, 
And was himfelf their foul, is fallen in battle^ 
Slain by the valiant hand of your Sifroy. 

Clegi^e. 
To me, alas, his courage feems no virtue ; 
Dead to all joy, but what his fafety gives^ 
To every hope^ but that of his return, 
I dread the danger which his valour feeks. 
And tremble at his glory. O good heaven f 
Reftore him foon to thefe unhappy arms. 
Or much I fear, they'll never more enfold him< 

Paulet. 
What means Cleone ? No new danger can 
Affright you for my friend. I fear your breaft 
Beats with the dread of fome impending-ill. 
Threatening yourfelf. Now, by the love that binds 
My heart to your Sifrby, let me intreal!,- 

If 
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If my affiftance can avail you aught. 
That to the utmoft hazard of my life. 
You will command my fervice, 

Cleoke. 
Kind Heaven, I thank thee ! My Sifroy hath yet 
One faithful friend. O Paulet — but to thee. 
The many virtues that adorn the mind 
Of my lov'd lord, and made me once fo Weft, 
'Twere needlefs to difplay. In mine alone 
His happinefs was plac'd ; no grief, no care 
Came ever near my bofom } not a pain 
But what his tendernefs partaking, footh'd. 
All day with fondnefs would he gaze upon me. 
And to my liftening heart repeat fuch things. 
As only love like his knew how to feel. 

my Sifroy ! when, wilt thou return ? 
Alas, thou know'ft not to what bold attempts 
Thy imfufpefting virtue has betray'd me ! 

Paulet. 
What danger thus alarms Cleone's fear ? 

Cleone. 

1 am a{hamM to think, and blufh to fay. 
That in my hulband's abfence this poor form, 
Thefe eyes, or any feature fhould retain 

The power to pleafe— but Glanville well you know— — 

/ Paulet. 

Sure you fufpe£i: not him of bafe defigns ! 
He wears the fexn^lance of much worth and honour. 

Cleone. 
Soto the eye the fpeckled ferpent wears 
A fhining beauteous form ; but deep within. 
Foul ftings and deadly poifons lurk unfeen. 
O Paulet, this Aaooth ferjpent hath fo crept 

Irit# 
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Into the bofom of Sifix)y, fo wound 
Himfelf about my love's unguarded heart. 
That he believes him harmlefs as a dove. 

Paulet, 
Good Heaven, if thou abhor'ft deceit, virhy fuffcr 
A villain's face to wear the look of virtue ? 
Who would have thought his loofe defires had flown 
So high a pitch ? Have you imparted aught 
Of his attempts, tolfabella? 

Cleone. 
No. 

• 

Paulet. 
I had fufpicion his defigns were there* 

' Cleone, 

IVc thought fo too : nay have fome caufe to fear 
That fhe's his wife. This hath reftrain'd my tongue* 

Paulet. 
*Tis well if (he deferve your tenderneft. 
But fay, Cleone, let me know the means. 
Which Ais moft impious man, this trufted friend. 
Hath taken to betray— 

CtEONE. 

I hear his voice i 
And this way he dire£b his hated fteps. 
Retire into that room — he feldom fails 
To hint his bold defires. Your felf perhaps 
May thence deteA him, and by open {hame 
Deter him frooi perfifting« 

[Paulet goes into the room* 
Glanville entfrs^ 
SCENE IV. Cleone, Glanvillb. 

Glanville. 
I |;reet you» lady, with important news ; 

The 
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The Saracens are beaten— yet Slfroy, 
Coldly negleSful of your blooming charms^ 
Purfues a remnant of the flying foe 
Teftrong Avignon's walls, where fhelteF'd fafe. 
The hardy troops may bear a tedious fiege. 
Why then, Cleone, ffaouM you ftill refift 
The foft entreaties of my warm defire ? 
M^hinks the man but ijl deferves your trvitk. 
Who leaves the fweet Elyfium of your arms 
Xo tread the dangerous fields of horrid wajr. 

Cleone. 
And what, G Glanville, what doft thoudftferve? 
Thou, who with treachery repay^ft the truft 
Of facred friendfliip ? Thou, who but to quench 
A loofe defire, a lawlefs pafSon's rage, 
Would'ft banifh truth ;md honour from thy breaft ? 

Glanville. 
Honouif'l-rT What's honour ? A vain phantom rais'd 
To fright the weak from tafting thofe delights. 
Which Nature's voice, that law fupreme, $lloyrs. 
Be wife, and laugh at all its idle threats. 
Befides, with me your fame would be fecure, 
JDifcretion guards my name from Cenfure's tongue. 

Cleone. 
And doft thou call hypocrify, difcretion ? 
Say'ft thou that vice is wifdom ? Glanville, hear rnc. 
With thee, thou fay'ft, my fame would be fecure j 
ijnfully'd by the world. It might. Yet know, 
Tho' hid beneath the center of the earth, 
Remov'd from Envy's eye, and Slander's tongue, 
Nay from the view of Heav'n itfelf conceal'd. 
Still would I fhun the very thought of guilt, 
Npr wound my fecret confcience with reproach. 

C Gi^Aif-^ 
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Glanville. 
Romantic ail ! Come, come, why were you form'd 
So tempting fair ; why grac'd with cv'ry charm. 
With eyes that languifh, limbs that move with grace- 
Why were thefe beauties given you, but to foothe 
The fweet, the ftrong fenfations they excite ? 
Why were you made fo beauteous, yet fo coy ? 

\Pffers to emhrace her^ fin puts himhy with dtfdain^ 

Cleone. 
Bafe hypocrite F why rather wert thou fuffer'd 
Beneath fair virtue's mien to hide a heart 
So vile ? Why this, good Heaven ! but doft thou think 
Thy foul devices fhall be ftill conceal'd ? 
Sifroy {hall know thee ; thy detefted crime 
Shall ftand reveal'd in all its horrid form* 

Glanville, 
Is love a crime ? O afk your feeling heart— 

[Paulet hurjis from tht room. 

SCENE V. Cleone, Glanville, Paulet. 



Paulet. 



Villain, defift ! 



Glanville. 
Ha I Paulet here ! — "Tis well ; 
He is her minion then ! 'Tis as I guefs'd j 
My letters to Sifroy traduc'd them not. [Afide. 

Paulet. 
Vile hypocrite !— what, lurk fuch warm dclires 
Beneath that fober mafk of fanftity ? 
Is this the firm undoubted hcneft}'. 
In which Sifroy confiding, fleeps fecure ? 

Glan« 
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Glanville. 
And is it fit that thou (hould'ft le£hire vice ? 
Thou, who even here, this moment wert concealM, 
The favorite oh]e6k of lewd privacy ? 
Should'ft thou declaim againft the rich repaft. 
Thy gluttonous appetite alone enjoys 
To all the heights of luxury ?— Sweet lady \ 
W^io now fhall ftand revealM before Sifroy ? 
But I have long, long known your intercourfe. 
Nor wanted clearer proof to fpeakyour crimes. 

[Going. 

Cl£0N£. 

O heaven and earth ! 

Paulet. 

Stay, monfter ! by high Ffetven, 
Thy life (hall anfwcr this vile calumny. 

Glanville. 
Dream not I fear ? — thy threatnings I defpife. 
Soon ril return, to thine and her confufion. 

[£*!/ Glanville^ 

SCENE VI. Cleonk, Paulet. 

Cleone. 
What have I done ? unhappy ralh concealment ! 
This may, alas ! give color to his charge, 

Paulet. 
He dares not wrong you with the leaft furmife. 
The flighteft imputation on your fame ! 
Nor would the world believe him. Your fair deeds. 
The conftant tenor of your virtuous life. 
Would triumph o'er th' audacious tale, 

Cleone. 

Ah, Paulet ! 
The fling of flanderftrikes her venom deep. 

C a Kxv 
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An envious world with joy deVoufd the talc. 
That ftains with infamy a ^tlefs name. 
Yet what's the vain ppinion of the world ! 
To keep one voice, one fingle heart's efteem. 
Is all my wiih. If my Sifroy but thin fe 

Pauiet. 
Wound not your peace with vain cingrounded fears :- 
My friend is noble, knows your virtues W€ll ; 
Nor will he fuffer jealoitfy to (baki; 
His generous mind with doubt. And for that wretch^ ^ 
This ^rm fhall give him chaftifement. 

Clxohb. 

Ah ! no; 

I fear the chaftifement of .QiJftnv life's guilt 

M^ hjpfe the tongue of Cei>fure on my innocence. 

And can I bear, now^ in my hulba^id's abfence^ ^ 

The whifper'd falfehood of malicious tales. 

That caft a doubt on his Cleone's truth ? 

O rather leave his punifliment to Heaven ! 

At leaft defer it till my lord's return. 

Paulet. 
And fliall the man I love return,, and find 
A villain unchaftis'd, who in my fight 
Prefumptuous dared to wound his facred honor I 
It muft not, fhall not be. 

[Re-enter Glanville with Ragozin* 

SCENE II. Gleone, Pauiet, Glawville, j 

Ragozin. 

Glanville. 

Mark me, young Sir, 
'Tis with authority that I forbid 
Your entrance in tliis houfe. Sifroy, convinc'd 
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Of all your fecre* crimes' with that vile wanton. 
Spurns from his door the falfehood he difdains. 

Cleone. 
Let me not hfear it ! I ! am I a wanton ? 
Does my dear lord think his Cfeone vile ? 

Glanville. 
He knows it welL 

Paulet. 
Villain, 'tis falfe I He fcoms 
So mean a thought. 

Glanville. 
To iilence every doubt. 
See his own hand. 

F AVLET^ Jhewing the letter to Ragozin. 

Say, whence is this ? who brought it ? 

Ragozin. 
I brought it from my mafter. 

Glanville. 

Look upon it. 
[Cleoiae and Paulet ho^ over iV. 

Cleone. 
Am I then bamfli'd from my hi^ftnd*s houie ? 
Branded with infamy ! —was bnce his wife ! 
Unkind Sifroy ! am I not ftill thy wife ? 
Indeed thy faithful wife ! and when thou know'ft. 
As know thou wilt, how falfely I'm accus'd. 
This cruel fentence fure will pierce thy heart. 

Paulet. 
Amazement ftrflces me dumb 1 — This impious fcroll 
Is forg'd. Sifroy, tho' rafh, is noble, juft. 
And good. Too good, too noble to permit 
So mean a thought to harbour in his breaft. 

Cleone. 
No : 'tis his hand — his feal. And can I bear 

C 3 Sufpici^ 
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Sufpicion ! Ah ! Sifroy, did'ft thou not know 
My heart incapable 

Paulet. 

Licentious wretch ! 
At what fell mifchief has thy malice aim'd ? «• 

Glanville. 

At thine and her deteftion, which at length 
I have acGomplilh'd. 

Paulet. 
Impudent and vain ! 
Think'ft thou Cleone's virtue, her fair truth. 
Can fufFer taint from thy unhallow'd breath ? 
Were they not proof but now againft thy arts ? 

GtANVILLE. 

Miftaken man ! To gain one pcrfonal proof 
Of her incontinence, that feign'd attempt 
Was made ; all other proof I had before. 
And why I fail'd thou know'ft ; 
Who in her private chamber clofe conceal'd, 
Mad'ft it imprudent fhe fhould then comply* 

Cleone. 
Detefted fhnderer ! I defpife thy bafenefs ; 
Difdain reply j and truft in Heaven's high hand 
To da{h thy bold defigns. [Exit Cleonc* 

Paulet, whifpering. 

Obferve me. Sir— 
This infult on the honour of my friend 
Muft be chaftis'd. At morning's earlieft dawn. 
In the clofc vale, behind the caftle's wall, 
Prepare' to meet me arm'd. 

Glanville. 

Be well affur'd 
I will not fail. [Exit Paulst. 

Yet ftay— let Prudence guide me 

Courage, 
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Courage, what is't ? — 'tis folly's boifterous raflincfs, 

And draws its owner into hourly dangers, 

I hold it fafer he were met to-night. [Afedi. 

Thou fee'ft, my Ragozin, we are embark'd 

Upon a troubled fea : our fafeties now 

Depend on boldly iteming every wave. 

That might o'ervvhelm our hopes. Paulet muft die— — 

He's dangerous, and not only may defeat 

Our enterprise, but bring our lives in hazard. 

Ragozin. 

Shall we not fruftrate thus your firft defign. 
To make the law fubfervient to your aims 
Agaiaft the life and fortunes of Sifroy ? 

Glanville, 
Leave that to me. Sifroy, full well I know. 
Will foon arrive. Thou, when the gloom of night 
Shall caft a veil upon the deeds of men. 
Trace Paulet's fteps, and in his bofom plunge 
Thy dagger's point : thus (hall thy care prevent 
His future babbling ; and to prove the deed 
Upon Sifroy, be mine. 

Ragozin. 
He dies this night* 

Glanville. 
Let thy firft blow make furq his death. 
So fhall no noife deteii thee. Hither ftrait 
Convey his corpfe, which fecretly inter'd 
Within the garden's bound, prevents difcovcry, 
'Till I fliall fpring the mine of their deftrudtion. 

Ragozin. 
He fhall not live 'j\ hour. [Exit Ragozia. 

Glanville. 

Hence, hence Remorfe 
C 4 muft 
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muft not^ will not feel thy fcorpion fting. 

et hell is in my breaft, and all its fiends 

>iftra£l my refolutions.— I am plung'd 

I blood, and muft wade thro' : no fafety now 

ut on the farther (bore. Gome then. Revenge, 

mbition come, and difappointed Love ; 

e you my dread companions : ileel, O fteel 

[y heart with triple firmnefs, nerve my arm 

/"idx tenfold ftrength, and guide it to atchieve 

'he deeds of Terror which yoar felves infpir'd. 
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A C T. II. 

S C £ N E I. J Room In Sifroy's Houfe. 
GiANtrtLLE, Isabella. 

GtANVILLE, 

SURE the dark hand x)f death ere this hath closM 
The pryhig eyes of t^aulet, and fccur*d 
Our bold attempt from danger. But haft tbou, 
Free from fufpicion, to Gleone's hand 
Convey'd the letter, forgM agamft my felf, 
PrefSng her ilbSaiit fli^t, and branding me 
With black defigns againft her life ? 

isABiiLA. 

I have ; 
Pretending 'twas received frbtti hands unknown. 
But lurks Ho dibgel: hdre ? Will not this letter, 
Difcover'd '^er deitfth, thy g&iflt betray f 

OtANVltLE. 

There am I gu^tded too. The deed once done, 

A deep enormous cavern in the wood 

Receives her body, and for ever hides. 

But fhe perus'd, thou fay'ft, the letter— Well — 

How wrought it ? — Say — this moment will fhe fly f 

Succefs in this, and all Khali be oui" own. 

Isabella. 
Silent, fhe paus'd-r-and read it o'er and o'er. 
Then lifting up he)* eyes— Forgive hira^ Heaven \ 

Was 
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Was all flie faid. But foon her rifing fear 
Refolv'd on quick efcape. Sufpicion too. 
That all her fervants are by thee corrupted. 
Prompts her to fly alone, fave with her child. 
The young Sifroy, whom clafping to her brcaft. 
And bathing with a flood of tears, (he means. 
Safe from thy fnares, to fhelter with her father, 

Glanville. 
Juft as I hop'd— Beneath the friendly gloom 
Of Baden wood, whofc unfrequented fhades- 
They needs muft pafs to reach her father's houfe, 
I have contrived, and now ordain their fall. 
Kindly fhe plans her fcheme, as tho' her fclf 
Were my accomplice, . • r} ,, 

Isabella. 
' As we parted, tears 
Gufh'd from her eyes — fhe clofely prefs'd my hand, 
And hefitating cry'd — O Ifabella ! 
If 'tis not now too late, beware of Glanville. 
I fcarce could hold from weeping. 

Glanville. 

Fool ! root out 
Th^t weaknefs, which unfits th* afpiring foul 
For great defigns. But hufh ! who's here ? 

[Enter Ragozix. 
SCENE II. 
Glanville, Isabella, Ragozin/ 

GlANVllLE. 

Say, quickly — 
Is pur firfl: work atcbievM ?^ ' 

Ragozin, 
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Ragozin. 

Succcfsfully. 
With two bold ruffians, whofe affifting hands 
Were hir'd to make the bufmefs fure, I trac'd 
His fteps with care ; and in the darkfome path 
Which leads befide the ruin'd abby's wall. 
With furious onfet fuddenly attacked him, 
Inftant he drew, and in my arm oblique 
Fix'd a flight wound ; but my affociates foon 
Perform'd their office ; and betwixt them borne, 
I left him to an hafly burial, where 
You firft ^iredled. 

Glanville. 
We are then fccure 
From his dete£tion j and may now advance 
With greater fafety. O my Ragozin, 
But one ftep more remains, to plant our feet 
On this Sifroy's poffeffions ; and methinks 
Kind Opportunity now points the path 
Which leads us to our wifli. 

Ragozin. 

Propofe the means, 

Glanville. 
This hour Cleone v/ith her infant boy. 
Borrowing faint courage from the moon's pale beam. 
Prepares to feek the manfion of her father. 
Thou know'ft the neighbouring wood thro' which they pafs« 

Ragozin. 
I know each path and every brake. 

Glanville. 

There hid 
In fecrct ambufh, thou muft intercept 
Her journey. 

Ragozin. 
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Racozin.^ 
And dire£t her to the world 
Unknown. 

Glanville. 

Thou read'ft my meaning right. Go thou 
To haften her departure, and to keep [To Ifabella. 

Her fears awake. 

Isabella. 
Already (he believes 
Her life depends upon her inftant flight. 

[Exit Ifabella. 

SCENE III. 

Glanville, Ragozik. 

Glanville. 
And haply ours. Each moment that flie lives 
Grows dangerous now ; and (hould fhe reach her father^ 
All may be loft. Let therefore no d<ilay 
Hang on thy foot-fteps : Terror wings her flight ; 
Our danger calls at leafts for equal fpeed. 

Ragozin. 
They 'fcape m.e not, I know the private path 
They needs muft tread thro' Baden's lonefome wood. 
And death fhall meet them in the dreary gloom. 

Glanville. 

Mean time, foon as fhe leaves her houfe, I raife 

From whifpering tongues, a probable report. 

That (he with Paulet feeks feme foreign fliore. 

This will confirm her guilt, iand flielter us 

From all fufpicion. 

Ragozin. 

True ', both gone ^t once 

Will 
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Will give an air of trutb fo plaufiblc- 

Glanville. 
Hark I hufh ! 

Ragozin. 

Who is it ? 

Glaxville. 

'Tis Cleone's voice ! 
This way fhe comes'^^we muft not now be feen. 
Fly to thy poft, and think on thy reward, [ExiunU 

SCENE IV. 

Cleone with her Child. 
No Paulet to be found ! Misfortune fure 
Prevents hii friendfhip ; and I dare not wait 
For his affiftance. Friendlefs and alone 
J v^ander forth. Heaven my fole guide, and Truth 
My fole fupport. But come, my little love. 

Thou wilt not leave me. 

• 

Child. 

No, indeed I won't ! 
ni love you, and go with you every where. 
If you will let me, 

Cleqne. 
My fweet innocent ! 
Thou (halt go with me. I've no comfort left 
But thee. I had— I had a hufband once. 
And thou a father. — But we're now call out 
From his protefiion, banifli'd from his love. 

Child. 
Why won't he love us ? Sure I've heard you fay. 
You lov'd him dearly. 

Cleon£. 

O my burjfting heart ! 
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His innocence will kill me. So I do. 
My angel, and I hope you'll love him too. 

Child. 
Yes, fo I will, if he'll love you : and can't 
I make him love you ? 

Cleonk. ' 

Yes, my dear ; for how 
Could he withftand that fweet perfuafive look 
Of infant innocence ! 

Child* 

O then he (hall. 
If ever I do (ee himyhe fliall love you. 

Cleone. 
My beft, my only friend ! and wilt thou plead 
Thy poor wrong'd^ mother's caufe i 

[Entir Ifabella, 

SCENE V. 

Cleone, htr Childj tf;Mf Isabella. 

Isabella. 
Dear madam, hafte I Why thus delay your flight. 
When dangers rife around ? 

Cleone. 

Indeed, my fteps 
Will linger, Ifabella.— O' tis hard- 
Alas, thou can'ft not feel how hard it is— — 
-To leave a hufband's houfe fo dearly lov'd ! 
Yet go I muft— my life is here unfafe. 
Pardon, good Heaven, the guilt of thofe who feek it ! 
I fear not Death : yet fain methinks would live 
To clear my truth to my unkind Sifroy. 

IsA- 
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Isabella. 
O doubt not, madam, he will find the truth, 
And banifh from his breall: this ftrange fufpicion. 
But hafte, dear lady, wing your fteps with hafte, 
!Left Death fhould intercept 

Cleone. 

And muft I go ? 
Adieu, dear manfion of my happieft years ! 
Adieu, fweet (hades ! each well-known bower, adieu ! 
Where I have hung whole days upon his words. 
And never thought the tender moments long — — 
All, all my hopes of future peace, farewel ! 

\Throin;s herfelf on her knees* 
But, O great Power ! who bending from thy throne 
Look'ft down with pitying eyes on erring man. 
Whom weaknefs blinds, and paflions lead aftray. 
Impute not to Sifroy this cruel wrong ! 
O heal his bpfom, wounded by the darts 
Of lying Slander, and reftore to him 
That peace, which I muft never more regain. [Rtfes. 
Come, my dear love, Heave^i will, I truft, proted: 
And guide our wandering ftcpsT Tet ftay— who knows. 
Perhaps my father too, if Slander's voice 
Hath reach'd his ear, may chide me from his door. 
Or fpurn me from his feet ! — My fickening heart 
Dies in me at that thought ! Yet furely he 
Will hear me fpeak ! A parent fure, will not 
Rejedi his child unheard ! 

Isabella. 
He furely will not. Whence thefe groundlefs fears ? 

Cleone. 
Indeed I am to blame, to doubt his goodneis. 
Farewel, my friend !«— And oh, when thou (halt f«e 

My 
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My ftill belovM Sifroy ; fay, I forgive him 

Say I but liv<! to clear my truth to him ; 

Then hope to lay my forrows in the grave, 

And that my wrongs, left they ihould wound his pcaec,^ 

May be forgotten. lExit Cleone, tvtth her Child. 

S C E N E VI. 
Isabella, algne,. 

Gracious. Heaven ! her grief 
Strikes thro' my heart ! Her truth, her innocence 
Are furely wrong'd.— O wherefore did I yield 
My virtue to this man ? Unhappy hour ! 
But 'tis too late ! — Nor dare I now relent. 

[Enter Granville. 

SCENE VII. 

Isabella^ Glanville. 

Glanville. 
The gate is clos'd againft her, never more 
(If right I read her doom) to give her entrance* 
Thus far, my Ifabella, our defigns 
Glide fmoothly on. The hand of Prudence is 
To me the hand of Providence. 

Isabella. 

Alas! 
How blind, how impotent is human prudence ! 
I wifh, and hope indeed, that fereen'd beneath 
The fliades of night, which hide thefe darker deeds^ 
We to^ niay li« conceaV'd : but ah, my hopes 

Arc' 
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Are dalh'd with fear, left Heaven's all-piercing eye. 
That marks our covert guilt, fhould flafh deteftion. 

Glanville, Jitrnly. 
If thy vain fears betray us not, we're fafe, 
Obferve me well.~Had I the leaft funnife. 
That ftruck by oonfcience, or by lAantoms awed. 
Thou now would'ft fhrink — and Jeave me, or 

betray- 
By all the terrors that would fhake my foul 
To perpetrate the deed, thou too fhould'ft fall ! 

Isabella. 
And canft thou then fufpeft, that after all 
I've done to prove my love, I (hould betray thee ? 
O Glanville ! thou art yet, it feems, to learn. 
That in her fears tho' weak, a woman's love 
Infpires her foul to dare beyoAd her fex, 

Glanville. 
Forgive me, Ifabella, I fufpe<^ 
Thee not ; this imaging fever in my brain 
Diftra£i:s my reafon. But no more-— I know 
Thee faithful, and will hei^ce be calm. 

Isabella. 
Indeed my heart has been fo wholly thine. 
That cv'h its fprings are temper'd to thy wifli. 

Glanville. 
Think on my vrarmth no more, I was to blame. 
But come, my love, our chief, our earlieft care 
Muft be to give loud Rumour inftant voice. 
That both detected in their loofe amour 
Are fled together. Whifper thou the tale 
Firft to the fervants, in whofe liftening ears 
Sufpicions arc already fowa; while I 

D Th' 
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Th' unwelcome tidings to her fire convey, 

[Exit Ifabella one way^ and as Glanville h. 
going out the others he meets a fervant. 

Servant. 
My lady's brother. Sir, young Beaufort^ juft 
Arriv'd, enquires for you, or for your fifter, 

GtANVILLE. 

Attend him in.-- -The letters of Sifroy 

Have reach'd their hands. My ftory of her flight 

Will, like a clofmg witnefs well prepar'd. 

Confirm her guilt. [Enter BeaufoiX Junior, 

SCENE VIII. 

Glanville, Beaufort Junior^ 

Bfaufort Junior. 
What ftrange fufpicion, Glanville, has poflefs'd 
The bofom of Sifroy ? Whence had it birth ? 
Or on what ground could Malice fix her ftand^ 
To throw the darts of Slander on a name 
So guarded as Cleone's ? 

Glanville. 

Icould wife 

It gives me pain to fpeak— but I could wifl| 
The condudl of Cleone had not given . 
So fair a mark. 

Beaufort Junior, 
So fair a mark !— What ! who ? 
Cleone, fay'ft thou ! — Hath my after given . 
So fair a mark to Slander ? Have a care ! 
The breath that Wafts her fame may raife a ftorm 
Not eafily appeas'd. 

Glanville. 
It grieyes me, fir, 

That 
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That you compel me to diTclofe, what you 

In bitternefs of foul muft hear. B6rt flue 

And Prudence have of lite been ^^^mueh^eftrang'd, 

Beaufort Junior. 
Defame her not— Dffcretion croWns her brow. 
And in her modeft eye fweet Innocence 
Smiles on Detraftion. Where, where is my fifter ? 
She fliall confront thy words — her look alone 
Shall prove her truth, and Calumny cotifound. 

Glanville. 

You furely know not, fir, that (he is fled-^— 

Beaufort Junior. ' 

What fay'flrthou? Fled ! — Surprize choalcs up my words! 
It cannot be ! Fled ! whither ? — Gone ! with whom ? 

Glanville. 
With Paulet, fir, Sifroy's yoiung friend, 

Beaufort Junior. 

Iinpoffible ! 
I'm on the rack ! Tell, L conjure thee, tell- 
The whole myfterious tale, — Where arc they gone ? 

Glanville. 
That they conceal. I only know, that both. 
Soon as they found their impious love difclos'd. 
With inftant fpeed withdrew : and 'tis fuppos'd 
Will feek for fliieltcr on fome foreign fhbre, 

BEAUFORT'^«W5r. 

Where then is Truth, and where is Virtue Add, 
Ere while her dear confipanionar ? — How, niy fitter. 
How art thou fallen !— Thy father too — O parricide ! 
Had'ft thou no pity on his bending age ? 
On his fond heart ?-—too feeble now to bear 
So rude a ihock, 

D 2 Glan 
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Glanville* 
Can it not be conceal'd ? 

BfiAUF09.T Junior. 
That hope were vain, Himfelf impatient comes, 
From his lovM daughter to enquire the caufe 
Of this opprobrious charge. And Tee, he's here, 

[Enter Beaufort Sen 

SCENE IX, 

Beaufort Senior^ Beaufort Junior^ GtANvitL 

Beaufort Senior. 
Where is my daughter? where my injurM child ? 
O bring me to her ! (he hath yet a father, 
(Thanks to the gracious Powers who fpar'd my life 
For her proteftion) ready to receive 
With tender arms his child, tho' rudely caft 
From' her rafh huftand's door. What mean thefe teai 
That trickle down thy cheek ? fhe is not dead ! 

Beaufort Junior. 
Good Heaven ! what (hall I fay ?— No, fir — not dead- 
She is not dead— but Oh !— - 

Beaufort Senior. 

But what ? Wound no 
My heart ! where Is (he ? lead me to my child— 
'Tis from her felf alone that I will hear 
The ftory of her wrongs. 

BkAUFORT Junior. 

Alas ! dear fir. 
She is not hcrcw 

Beaufort Senior. 
Not here ! 

Be^ 
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BtAU#ORT Juniot. 
O fortify 
Your heart, my deareft father, to fuppott, 
tf poffible, this unexpcfted ftrokc ! 
My fitter, fir — why muft I fpeak her fhame ! 
My wretched fifter, yielding to the lure 
Of Paulet'^ arts, hath left her hufbsuid's houfe. 

Beaufort Senhr. 
Great Pow*r ! then have I liv'd, alas ! too long. 
This is indeed too much, I cannot bear- 
But 'tis impoflible !— does not thy heart, 
My fon, bear teftimony for thy fibfter 
<Againft this calumny? — What circumftance, 

[To Glanvillf. 
^hat proof have we of my Cleone*s guilt ? ^ 

Glanvillb. 

Is not their difappearing both at once^ 

A ftrong prefumption of their mutual guilt I 

Beaufort Senhr i 
Prefumption, fay'ft thou ! Shall one doubtful izQ, 
Arraign a life of innocence unblam'd i 
Shall I give up the virtue of my child. 
My heart's fweet peace, the comfoift of my age. 
On, weak furmifes ?— SIf, I muft have. proof. 
Clear, unambiguous proof, not dark prefumption. 

Glanville. 
Thus rudely urg'd, my honour bids me ipeak, ' 
What elfe I meant in tendemefs to fpare. 
Know then, I found the wanton youth concealed 
In her apartment. 

Beaufort 5f»/0r 

Thou doft then confefs 
Thy felf my child's accufer ? — but thy word 

D J • Will 
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Will not fufficc. Far other evidence 
Muft force me to believe, that Truth long known, 
And native Mpdefty, could thus at once 
Defert their ftation in Clconc's breaft, 

Glanville. 
Wait then for other evidence— 
With fuch as doubt my honour, I difdain 
All farther conference. . lExii Glanvill< 

SCENE X. Beaufort Seni^^ Beaufort Juni 

Beaufort Junior. 

What can we dunk ? 
His firm undaunted boldnefs fills my breaft 
With racking doubts, that dread to be refolv'd. 
Yet this fufpence is Toiture's 4ceeneft pang, 

Beaufort S,emor, 
We muft not bear it. No, my fon, kad on ; . 
We muft be fatisfy'4 Let us <lirea 
Our ftcps to Paiilet's habitation. There, 
It feems, we muft enquipe. And y«t my foul 
Strongly impels me to fufpeA this Glanville ; 
For can Glcone, Virtue's fav'rite ward. 
Thus totally be changed ? — If tihou art fallen — 
If thy weak fteps, by this bad world feduc'd. 
Have devious turnM into the paths of Shame, 
Never, ah I nevw let me live to hear 
Thy foul diftionourmention'd. If thou art 
Traduc-d — and my fend heart iHil flatters mc 
With hope-— then, gracious Heaven ! ^ipare yet my li 
O fpare a father to r0ikR9fs \m child 1 
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A C T. III. 

SCENE I. The Area before Sifroy's Houfe. 

SiFkoY alone^ 
r\ Dreadful change ! my houfe, my facred home. 
At fight of which my heart was wont to bound 
With rapture, I now tremble to approach. 
Fair manfioh) where bright Honour long hath dwelt 
With my renown'd progenitOTs, how, how 
At laft hath vile Pollution ftain'd thy walls ! ^ 

Yet look not down with fcorn, ye fliades rever'd. 
On your difbdhourM fon-*-He will not die 
Till juft revenge hath by the wanton's Mood 
Atton'd for this difgrace. Yet can it be ? 
Can my Qeone, fhe whole tender fmile 
Fed my fond heart with hourly r^ure^ fte 
On whofe fair faith alone I built all hope 
Of happinefs — can flie have kill'd my peace^ 
My honour ? Could that angel form, which feeem'd 
The flirine of Purity and Truth, become 
The feat of Wantonnefs and Perfidy I 
Ye Powers ! — fliouldflie be wrpftg'd — in my own hcai't 
How fharp a dagger hath my frenzy plung*d ! 
O paffion-govern'd flave ! what haft thou dcme ?" 
Hath not thy madnefs from her houfe, unheiuid^ 
Driven out thy bofom friend ?— Guilttefe p0l:iiiips--«. 
Hclt, heRis in that thought ! — ^Thou wretcb accatft ! 
Such thy ra(h fury, thy unbridled rage, 

D 4 Her 
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-flcr guilt or iniioccnGc alike to thee 
Ultift bring diftratSlion. But Pit know the worft. 

SCENE II. Changes to a Rom in the Houfe. 

Glantille^ Isabella. 
Glanville. 

What doft thou fay ? Already is S if roy 
Arriv'd ? Who faw him ? when ? 

Isabella. 

This moment, from 
My window, by the glimmering of the moon^ 
I faw him pafs. 

Glanville. 
He comes as I could wilh. 
if ts hot-bruin'd fury well did I forefee 
Would^ on the wings of Vengeance, fwiftly urge 
His homeward flight. But I am ready arm'd^ 
Rafh fool ! for thy deftru£tion. And tbo' long 
Thou haft ufurp'd my rights, thy death at laft 
Shall givie me ample juftice« 

I»ABBLLA. 

Ahj beware} 
Nor feek his life with peril of thine own. 

Glantille. 
Truft me, my love, (tho' time too prccioils now 
Permits not to unfold to thee my fcheme) 
I walk in fafety, yet have in my grafp^ 
Secure, his hated life. — But fee, be comes—" 
Hetifc. ^ [£;rfV Tfabella. £fff/rSifroy. 

SCENE 
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SCENE III, Glanviile, SiFHoy. 

GlanvillEi advancing to embrace him. 
My honoured friend ! — 

SiFROY. 

Glanville^ forbear--'-* 
And ere I join my arms with thee in frtendihip^ 
Say, I conjure thee, by that facrcd tye. 
By all thou hold'ft mpft dear oil earth, by all 
Thy hopes of heaven, and dread of deepeft hell—* 
Haft thou not wrong'd my wife ? 

Glanvillb. 

Unjuft Sifroy ! 
Hath my warm friendfhip thus regardful been9 
Thus jealous of thy honour, and dpft thou 
Yet queftion mine ? Sure the united bonds 
Of friendfhip and of blood, are ties too ftrong 
To leave a doubt of my fincerity. 
And foon too clearly, fir, you will difcern 
Who has been falfe, and who your faithful friend* 

SiFROY. 

rack me not ! let dread ConviAion come— - 
Her flrongeft horrors cannot rend my heart 
With half the anguifh of this torturing doubt. 
Speak then — for tho' the tale fhould fire my brain 
To madnefs, I muft hear. Yet, Glanville, ftay*-* 
Let me proceed with caution — my fouPs peace 
Depends on thb event.—- -'Tis faid Pm rafh*— 
Bear witnefs ! am I fo ?— Where is my wife ? 
Severe I may be, but I will be jufl. 

1 cannot, vrill not hear her faith arraign'd^ 
Before I fee her. 

GIA^r- 
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Glanville. 
See her, fir .'•^las. 

Where will you fee her ? 

SlFROY. 

Where ! thou iTaft hot yet 
Convey 'd her to her fathfer ! — ^On the wings 
Of Speed I flew, ftill hoping td prevent 
The rafli decree rif tmreBeding rage. 

XjLANVILLt. 

Heaven give thee patience ! — O SiYroy ! my heart, 
Tho' thou haft wrongM it with unlcind fufpicion. 
Bleeds for thy injuries, fbr thy diftfefs: 
The wife, whom thoa-fi^ tfert<tei4y haft lov'd. 
Is fled Wich Pattlet. 

Sitnoy. 
Fled f--How ? ^litther ? *rbeti ? 

<3tANV'ILLlE. 

This day ^ey difappear'd, and *tis htliev'S 
Intend to fly from ihafne, and lekve the fend. 

SiFROY. 

Impoflible 1 — ttit tannot be fo thangM — 
Was flic not all my heart •could wifti ? — Take heed- 
Once more I charge thee-,GlftnviHe, and fhy fouf^s 
Eternal welfa?re refts upoft^thy "truth — 
Traduce her *not ! Hot 4kht rae to perdftteft f 
For by th* t^tncs of vengeance, if I find 
Thy accufation true, they fliall m)t 'fcapfe I 
"y es, I will trace th' adukcrer's private IbauKtSy 
Rufli lik€ his evil genius on their Ihame^ 
And ftab the traytor ifi her laithlefs arms—* 
Almighty Power ! whofe piercing eye expl^^^ 
The depths of faJfehood ! take rtotirom my arm 

Tfci* 
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This flue revenge-^nor tempt mankind to doubt 
The jufticc of thy ways. Why this intcufion ? 

Servant. 
My lady*«'fiither. Sir. 

SiFROY. 

Her father here ! 

Glanville. 
Yes, he was here before — thy letters brought him. 
And hence went forth in hafte to find out Paulet. 

SlFROV. 

r 

ConduS hkn in. . [Exit Servant. 

Unhappy man ! his grief. 
His venerable tears will wring my heart. 
Retire, good Glanville ; interviews like thefe. 
Of deep-felt mutual woe, all witnefs fliun. 

[Exit Glanville. 

SCENE IV, SiFRoy, Beaufort Swzir. ' 

Beaufort Senior. 
Rafli man 1 what haft thou done ? — on what furntHfe 
Doft thou impeach the honour of my name. 
Sacred thro* many an age from ev*ry ftain ? 
O ! thou haft from thy bofom caft away 
The fweeteft flower that ever nature form'd. 

Sifroy. 
Reproach me not — commiferate a wretch 
On whom Affli<Sion lays her iron hand ! 
That flower. Which look^ fo beauteous to the fenfc,. 
Ran wild, grew ranker than a common weed. 

Be AVFOKT Senior. , 

It it not — cannot be ! Have I not known, 

Even 
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Even from her ^arlieft childhood known her heart F 

Known it the feat of TenderneTs and Truth ? 

Her thoughts were ever pure as virgin fnows 

From heaven defcendipg : and that modeft blufli, 

Difplay'd on her fair cheek, was Yirtue^s guards 

She could not fall thus low«-«-my child is wrong'd ! 

Aik thine own heart— rccal her Wamelefs life. 

Was (he not all a parent's fondeft wifli — \ 

SiFROV. 

Call not to my diftradled mind how good. 
How bright (he once appear'd. Time was indeed^ 
When Weft in her chafte love, I fondly thought 
My foul poffefs'd of all that earth held fair 
And amiable : but memory of paft blifs 
Augments the bitter pangs of prefent woe ! 
Is (he not chang'd — fallen — loft ? 

Beaufort Senior *, 

Patience, my ion, 
Compofii the tempeft of thy grief. Juft Heaven 
Will doubdefs foon reveal the hidden deeds 
Of guilt and fhame. If thy unhappy wife 
Thus wanton in the paths of vice hath ftray'd— 
I would not raflily curfe my darling child — 
Yet hear me, righteous Heaven ! May infamy, 
Difeaie, and beggary imbitter all 
Her wretched life ! But my undoubting heart. 
In full conviftion of her fpotlefs truth. 
Acquits her of all crinie. 

SiFROY. 

Is it no crime. 
That liftening to a vile feducer's voice. 
She leaves her huft)and's houfe — her deareft friends ? ' 
FKes witb her paramour to foreign climes, 

A wil- 
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A willing exile ? Damn'd adultrcfs ! What^ 
Are thefe no crimes ? 

Beaufort Senior. 

Supprcfsjthy rage. They arc; 
But is (he guilty ? Art thou well inform'd 
They went together ? How doth it appear ? 
Who faw them ? Where ? Alas ! thy headlong rage 
Was too impatient to permit enquiry. 

SiFROY, 

Were they not miffing both ? both at one hour ? 
Say, for thou haft enquir'd } is Paulet found ? 

Bjiaufort Senior, 
He is not : but my fon perhaps, whom zeal 
To clear a much-lov'd fitter's injur'd fam^ 
Eager impels to ftridleft inquifition, 
May bring fome tidings. 

Sifroy. 
May kind Heaven dircft 
His fteps where lurks their covert fliame from day. 
And from my ]uft revenge. 

Beaufort Senior. 

Still, ftill thy rage 
With weak, precarious inference concludes 
Their unprov'd guilt. Be calm, and anfwer mc. 
Think'ft thou thy wife, if bept oji loofe defigns,^ 
Would madly join an infant in her flight. 
To impede her fteps, and aggravate her fliame ? 

Sifroy. 
O my confufion ! where, where is my child ? 
Alas I had forgot the barmlefs innocent ! 
Bring to my arms the poor deferted babe ! 
He knows no crime, and guiltlefs of o^ence 
Shall put his little hands into my breaft. 
And cafe a father's bofom of its forrows. 
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Beaufort Senior. 
Unhappy man ! that comfort is deny'd thee. 

SiFROY. 

What means my father ? — Speak — yet ah, take heed ! 

My heart already is too deeply pierc'd^ 

To bw* another wound — What of my child ? 

Beaufort Senhr. 
That he's the partner of his mother's flight. 
Should calm, not raife the tempeftof thy griefs— 
For proves it not by confequience direS, 
Some fccret injury, not guilt, hath driven 
My haplefs daughter from her hufband's roof?, 

Sifroy. 
What injury, w!iat crime could love like mine 
Commit againft her ? Was flie not more dear. 
More precious to my heart, than the warm flood 
Which feeds on vital motion? 

Beaufort Senior. 

Ev'n that love. 
If open to the tales of Calumny, 
Might wound her virtue with unjuft fufpicion, 
Befides, to rafhnefs and credulity 
Shadows are daemons, and a weak furmife 
Authentic proof. Who's her accufer ? 

SifRoy. 

One 
Whofc taintlefs honor, and unfhaken truth 
Have oft been try'd, and ever ftood appro v'd. 
He, fir, whofe friendfliip, with reluftant grief. 
At length difclofed my fhame, was honeft Glaivyill« : 
Report from vulgar breath I had defpis'd. 

Beaufort Senior. 
So may high Heaven deal mercy to my child^ 

As 
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As I belicYe him treacherous and fasfe. 

c 
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Beaufort Sen. 
Here comes my fon-— What meaas tiii^ iir^ c'terrirr 

Beau^o&t Jttm, 
I fear, myiather, fome dread miichirf — iL. ' — 
Is i/ retum'd ! — Now may the powcr^ avert 
This dire fufptcion that ftrikcs thro' my bean \ 
Tell, I coBjure thee tell me— whcrc'i my iiQsr ? 
Thou haft not murder'd her ! 

SmLor, 

Good Heaven ! what 
My brother's dreadful swords ? Murder my wifi: ! 
Speak, quickly fpeak ! — My heaxt fhrink^ up withJaonwl 
Whence are thy apptehenfigos i 

BrAUFOItT SW. 

My dear fon. 
Keep not thy father on the rack of doubt. 
But fpeak thy fears. 

. BEAUFOItT 7kJi* 

k "*"*^ What ^te may have befallen 

■^ 'ieaven and thou bed know — 

W thy fierce revenge purfu'd. 

Ha ! v/au fiiy'ft thou ? — Paukt \ 
* ^ thou he ii murder'd ? 
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His fword is found, and bloody marks appear. 
That fpeak the deed too plain. 

SiFROY. 

But whcre's my wife ? 
Was not She with him ? Went they not together ? 

Beaufort Jun. 
Together ! no. The villain Glanville*s falfe I 
My. fitter is traduc'd 

SlFROY. 

Falfe ! Glanville falfe !— 
What !-—PauIetmurder'd!— and my wife traduc'd f 
Rack me ye furies ! tear me joint from joint ! 
Your pangs are nothing— -I have done a deed. 
No tortures can attone I — T*re|nendous Poyirer ! 
What tempeft wrapt in darknefs'now prepares 
To burft on my devoted head ? What crime 
Unknown, or unrepented, points me out, . 
The mark diftinguilh'd of peculiar vengeance? 
Why turns the gracious all-benignant eye 
Averfe from me ? O guide my-fteps tjo find 
Where lurks this bidden mifchief— - 

Beaufort Jun. 

Lurks it n#^ 
In thine own breaft ? 

Beaufort S^. 
Myfon, forbear. 

SiFROY, 

Art thou. 

My brother, fo unkind ! Would I have ftabb'd 

Thy heart, when breaking with convulfive pangs 

Of dreadful doubt ? — But I dcferve unkindnefsr^'i 

I was unkind, was cruel to Cleone — 

Yet lead me to her arms*-— the' wrongM, abusM^ 

She» 
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She, like ofFcntJcd Heaven, wiR Rill forgive. 

My friend too, tny beft friend is m^irder'd ! Oh, 

What hand laccurs'd hath wrought this,web of woe ? 

Support me, Mercy ! 'tis too much, too much ! 

But let Dift raft ion come, and from my brain 

Tear out the feat of Memory, that I 

No more may think, no more ftiay be a wretch ! 

BfiAWoftt Sep, 
Be (:alm, my fon. WJ^en Heaven's high hand affli<f|s, 
Submiflion beft becomes usA^nor letmai], 
Xhe child of weakijefs, munmir^ 

SlFROY. 

O my ftther ! 
Thee too my raihnefs h^th undope ! Thou, tbou 
Wilt join with Heaven to curfe me ! but I kift 
The rod of Chaftifement, and in the duft 
Rcfign*d, a proftrate fuppliant, beg far mercy. 

BiiAUFORT Sen. 
^Moderate the grief^ 

Which thus unmans thee-^rRoufe thee to the fearch 
Of thefe dark deeds — ^and Heaven dired our footfteps^ 
Hath not Sufpicipn whifper'd- to thy heart. 
That he, this Qlanville, whom thy friendfliip trufts 
With cpnfide|ice mtire, may yet be falfe ? 

giFRoy, 
Till this dread hour, fufpicion of his truth 
Ne'er touch'd my breaft^— Now, doubt and horror raif^ 
piftra^tjon in my foul. 

Beaufort Seth 

All-gracious Power ! 
Look on our forrows with a pitying eye ! 
My feeble heart fmks in me— ^ But do thou 
Bciir up agaUift this tide of woe : I truft| 

E . If 
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If goodnefs dwell in hesiven, my child is fafe, 
perhaps fhe feel^s the fhelter of tbefe arms, 
And v^e have mifs'd her in tb' entangled woc|l. 
♦ Withfpceddifpatcb iqnmcdiate meflengers 
Through difjF(?refit p%th$, with ftriSeft fearch to trace 
Cleone's fteps, or find thy murdcr'd friend. 
My fon, I charge thfc, fc« this veil perfbrm'd. 

BjfAUFORT Jfr/i, . ' • 

, J will pof fail. , ^ [^^it Beaufort Jun^ 

Beaufort Sen. 
Mean while l^t us obferve 
Each motion, word, and look of this fell fiend j 
So may we beft dete^ him ; and his fchemes, 
Tho' glpfs'd with faint-like fhow ][if much I err not) 
^ill iooif ill all their horrors ftand revcal'd. 

• lExetfnU 
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■• • Changes to the TVood. 

* 

Enter CLE9N5 a^d tf>e Qhild^ 

CtEONE. 

Whence do thefe terrors fei:^e my finking heart ? 
Pihce guilt I know not, wherefore know I fear I 
And yet thefe filent fliadowy fcenes awake 
Strange apprehenfiofis. Guardian Powers ! protefl: 
My weaknefs ! — Hark ! what npife is that ?— All ftilj. 
It was but fancy* — Yet methoughr the howl 
Of diftant wolves broke on the ear of Night, 
ppubling the defart's horror. 
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Child. 
' ': ^ OrmfrigT>ted! 

'Why do you f^etk and look l*?ftrangely ♦at me ? . 

Cleone. 
I win not fright my love. Coi^e^ let's go on— . 

We'\(UB buj a littlt! way — Save tis^ ye Powers ! 
' * [Sees Jlagozin enter with a dagger and a 

majk in^&he files with her Md^ hefalkwsn 

It w ^ » 

* RASOZIITr 

Stop—- for thpu fly*ft in vain% 

Clbovz (within ihefienes) ' 

Help! Mercy! Save*? 
Kill not my infant ! Murder ! O my child ! v -^ • 

\^She retreats tae: to the fcene^ and falls in a fwoon, * 

J[i?^-/«/«^ Ragozin, 
Raoozin. 

She too is dead ! — I fear'd that blow was (hort-«^ 
But hark ! what noife !— -I muft not be detefted — 
No time to bury 'em now — be that his care, — 

^ ' [Exit. 

Cleone, waking from her trance*. 
Where have I been ? What horrid hand hath ftamp'4 
This dreadful vifion on my brain ? O Death \ 
Have I not gain'd thy manfions f Am I ftilf 
In this bad world ? What ails my heart ? my head ? 
Was not my child here with mc ? Sure he w^a—- 
And fo?ne foul Dxmoa terrifies my foul 
With fears of murder. Gracious Heaven, forbid ! 
Condu£l my fteps, kind Providence, to where 
My little wanderer ftrays, that I may know 
This horror in my mind is but a drea.ni, \poes out^ 
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Changes to an adfo^ning fart of the wotdy and Hifiovers the , 
child murdir^ dm • . ♦ ^ [Cleone rz-^nters. 

CtEOKE.* • * . ♦ * 

O fearful Silence! Not a founire'turnsj 

Save the wild echoes of my own fad cries,* * » 

Tp-my affrighted car ! — My c?liild I my chil^ f 

Where art thou wander'd — where* beyond the i^eacH 

Qf ithy poot niother's voice ! — Yet while above 

'!nhe,Gt)d qf juftice dwelh, I will not deem 

The bloody vifion true. Heaven bath not left me-t— 

There trutWis known, well known-— and fee my loyc ! 

Sec, \^here upon the oank its weary^d Kmbs 

Lie ftretch'd in fleep. In fleep ! O agony I ' 

Blaft hot* my fenfes wifh a fight like this ! , * 

fTis blood ! 'ti§ death ! my child, myeloid is murdered J 

• « 

l^alls down by her childy ViJJing it and weeping. Thez^ 
raijing herfelf on her army after a dead filente^ and 
Iqoking by degrees mare amf more wildy /he proceeds in ^ 
dijira£fed manner. , 

|Iark ! hark ! lie ftUl^ my love I — For a^l the wqrid 
Don't ftir ! — 'Tis Glanville, and he'll murder us ! 
Stay, ftay— -I'll cover fhee with boughs — don't fcaf -^ 
ni call the little kmbs, and they Ihall bring 
Their fofteft fleece to ihe]|ter thee from cold, 
Tbere, there — lie clofe— -he (hall not fee — no, <tii ; 
I'll tell him 'tis an angel I have hid. [She rifes up^ 

Where is he ? foft ! — he's gone, he's gone, my love. 
And ftall not murder thee..— Poor innocent I 



\ 



\ 






C'L .E a- N E. 



t. 



53 



#• 



• t 



# . 



.^ ^ 'Tistaft alflccp. )Vell thoyght ! I'll ^eal iway, • 
iSrbw while he fljltub^s— ipick^wild berries for him^ 
^ And l?rin^a»littlc WBtcr in ipy hand— ^^ 
• •Tlienj'whep he wafaes^ we'll fe:^ yis op the bank^^ • ' ** 
. '"•AndfiUjjjlIpight* • • • 
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• AG t". IV. . • 

•-• ••• •• • •; ■ •^•' -. . '. 

: •/ , . * • • ' • 1 :. • . . 

GRANVILLE, IsaUel^a;, • , • 
• ■ • • ^ • • ^. 

•• * Glanvjlle. . • • . '. 
*T> Etray/4 ! by whom ketray'df By tty vain fear, 
* ■'y^ HdW cUrs'd is' he who treads on Danger's patb^ 
. * f nta^fed with a woman J Fo<jft alone • * , ** * 

I had becnfafe.. • • ' ' :. ' .^ : . ' 

• • • • * ^ * , 

• , • • • •Isabella,. /• * *.'* • 

• • • 

Yet hear me—rOamy'life, 
No word'froiti me hath;*fcap'd. We may perchance ^ 
Be yet fecure. * * • . * 

.. \ \ . Q^ANVJLLE^ ^ 

Perch amoe ! And' do our lives 
Depend on -fickle chance ? BdX fpeak— proceed- 
Whence are tjxy fears ? • . * • ' . 

* . • Isabella. 

• In alofe concealment hid. 
This moment I overheard a whifper'd fcheme 
Of felzing thee. 

Glan/ille/ 
Confufion ! 'Can it be ? 
Can Ragozin,- the villain, have* betray'd mcf 

Isabella. . 
I fear he. hath. Where- is he i 

Glaic- 
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^ • . . . . • 

Great God ! hoW 6te2tiful *mto be engagM ' 

In what we dare not pray tK^t Heaveii m«y profper ! 

GlanvuLe. 
Curfe e)n thy boding tongue ] Let me not hear 
Its fupcrftitrous yreafeneft — Hufii} who comes ? 
*Ko more — 'tis RagOzin— Now fleep EHftrufli'. 
Firft let me learn if h&hach ^one thedeech, . 

If Rb^, I am betray'd, and vf}\l awalte • 
In vengeance on^his falfehood, « * [Enter RagocJUv* 
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GtAICTlLLt. 

Speak^ my friend-*— 
Cleone and her child^-fay quickly •'—how difpofed ? 

To Keavhi remcrMi no longer they obftru£k 
Our views on earth. 

GLAKflLtt. 

Speak plainly*— Are they dead ? 

IIagozin* 
Both dead* 

GlANVUtE,' 

Swear, (Vear to this ! And by all hope 
Of that reward which ufg'd thee to the deed. 
Swear thou haft ncJt betray'd me ! 

RaoDzIn* 

Whence arife 
Thefe bafe fufpicions f I difdain that crime ! 
l^h^' branded witli the name of an affaifin. 
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I am not yet fo mean Is to betray* 

• Glanyille* 

Diftradlion ! — May I truft thee ? 

Raoozin* 

As thpu wilti 

• GlanvjllB{ paufmgi 

It muft be fo«t-we ftill are fafe : and this 
Ppetence of ftreiag fufpicion is no more 
Than fubtil artifice, contriv'd to draw*. 
Th* unwary to confefiion. 

RAOOZIKr^ 

*Ti8 no more. 

Glanville. 
Kor will I iftore than with a juft contempt 
Regard it. All our deeds of Uo6d are don€^» 
What n6w remains, the law fliall execute. 

Ragozik^ 
What's thy intent ? 

Glanville. 

The thruft thus aim'd at me| 
Shall deeply pierce Sifroy^s unguarded bofom. 
Thy aid once more, as witnefs to his threats. 

Raggzik. 
Freely I would, but fafety now requires 
That I abfcond. The ftipulated fum. 
Forgive me therefore, if I claim this night. 

Glanville. 
*Tis thine. But hark !— retire — I hear his flfcp— • 
One moment wait — at his return, 'tis thine. 

Ragozin, ajide. 
Curs'd chance ! Were I pofiefs'd of my reward^ 
Who would might wait thee now— nor will I more 
Than fome ihort moments reft unfatisfied^ [Exit* 

[EnUr Sifroy# 
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. SCE.NE-IIL *Gl-antilue^ giFRoY^ • • 

• * 

# 

, fii^ROY., rfot/tetng GtAifvjLhE. • , • 
O Happinrf^ f. th«fu frail,, thou fading flower, 
tVhofe culture inocks all hiimaiT toil, Varewel ! * • 

. fiut I, blind madman ! by the roots have\)lutlt'd 
• Thy fweetnefs from my bofom; My dea? love Y 
Where wanders now thy wrong'd, thy helplefs virtue ?^ 
.On what cold ftone recjines thy drooping heady • 
. WhUe trickling, tears oill thy ijifroy inhuman ? • * 
Included wretch 1 why did my greedy car •. 
Catch the rank poiCq^ of Sufpici9n's .breath. 
And to my tortur'd brain convey diilra£tion«? 

GlahviLLE, advancing to bimi 
Are thus my faithful fervices repaid ? • * . 

Arc the plain truths my undifguifmg he^ 
In friendfhip told, already deem'd no more 
Than vile fuggeftixps of defigning falfehood ? 

SiFROY. 

Villain, they are ! — Thou know'ft them falfe as hell f ^ 
Where is my wife ? — O traytor ! thou haft plung'd 
My ibul into perdition ! 

Glanville* 
Rather fay. 
That he who led afiray the willing wi6^ 
Thy folly doats on — he— 

SiFROY. 

Blafphemer ! flop 

Thy impious tongue ? The breaft of that deaf fainf 

Enfiirincs a foul as fpotlefs as her form, 

Said'ft thou ngt, Slanderer f that my fove wacsr fled 

WithPaulet? 

GiAk- 
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• # - • * ' Alt thou not: fur^ • . 

* ■• ' . 

• TKjtf thit 13 falfc ? Haft^thou no dreadful caufc 

T</ know it cannot be? '• * ." • . ' . 

^ • * ^ • • ' Ko^c. Thou, perhaps, * • . 
Whoft 'bloody errand Lmdefed have heard 

• Already is accomplifh'dr— thou, 'tis true. 

May ft kno^v tiiat they are parted : 'twas the deed 
Thou Bew'ft tKus fwiftfy to perform. But hoyr * 
Doth that itnpeach the truth of her dapement ? 
.That thou haft miirder'd him, acquits not her. 

^ SlFHOYt • • 

Th^t I have murdered ! —I !-— Pernicious wretch ! 
Wbiit dark*defign, by blackeft ftends infpir'd, 
. Lurks in thy treacherous foul ? Tremendous Power ! 

• Have 1 then fmn'd beyond all hope of mercy ? 
.Miift the deep phial of thy vengeance, poured 

On my devoted head, be pour'd from him ? 
But all thy ways are juft ! To him I gave 
That credit which I ow'd my injur'd love—- 

Hcrnow, by thy fupreme decree, ftands forth 

The avenger of my crime. 

[Enter BcauforbS/wVf, 

with Officers^ tfr. 
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.. - .'. • S.CE N.E pfi ; • . •• .- . 

' . ^ BfcAiriFbRT Senior.* ' * *. • 

/ . SeiE^thefcjrourlriaihi; ** * , 

GuiNVILLlfe. ' . * . . ♦ ' 

What mdthsiHis oiitrage i — Ifpoti whit pretence-ri . 

•.. ' . ■ Be*avtokt, Stnior. ***••' - 

*rhe Woody hand of murder pdint^but tliee . . * , 

. ^Tq ftrong ^iirpicton. Tufrt'ft tliou pale ?'^0 Iwrrctch i 
^hy guilt di'inks up thy blood. . * 

. . GhAKJlhLEi 

^ Not gun!$ hut' rage ! 

* Who dares acciifb me ? • 

• ■ • • . 

' . Beaufort ^eniori ' ' . . 

L Where's Paulet ? whcrtf 
My daughtcf ? who thou bafely faid'ft, wgre fled 
together? ' 

GtANVILLE. 

That bis poniard found the wajr 
To part their fteps^ impeaches not my truth. , 

Beaufort Senton 
llis poniaKl I 

GLANVILLEi 

Hisi I fhould have fcorn'd to chargd 
The min^ whofe honour I think deeply 'UrrongM 3 
But my own life attempted thus> demands 
That truth ftould rife to light. Gam'ft thou not here. 
Driven by the fury of ii dire revenge ? 
What other motive urg'd thy defperate hafte ? 

SiFROV. 
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' SiFRQY*. 

Iniid'^ous flayc ! haft thou infnarM my foul ' . 
py Veach^rousarti ?— Haft thoU with falfebiipd yUe 
JnflAniM this J^pI|^fs brq^il ?r.~And wouM'ft thi)U i^nf * 
*.' .Infer my guilf, fr6m my provok'd neftntnjent'? 

^.\, • « * QLANVILfcE. • . ' 

LeanM J on fetb]/^ infcrence--|I would aflc, 
What^caufe have I to fcelc this Pai| let's blood ? 
^Twas nottny Wife, jny dal!^hte^; h^ feduc'd ! 
^ Howhas he«injur'dni9? Butlreje£k^ 
' Thefe trivial pleas>";«rl build on certaUi proofs * 

. fi^AVFORrr SfHiar. 
What'i^oof?^ 

<3lanvillj. 
The ftrongeft---his own hand and feaj 
Fixt to tho firm fefolve, that he alone [Shewing the UtUr-^ 
Wou|d do the righteous deed— for fo his rage 
Calls Paulct's murder. 

Bt^AUFORT Senior. 

Ha! What can 1 think ! 

« 

Unhappy man! and haft thou to the crime 
Of rafh iiifpicion, added that of murder ? 

SiFROY, 

My father, hear thy fo^, I plead not for 
My life, but juftice.-— That I am a wretch, 
vjroaning beneath the ^eight of Heaven's juft irp-rr; 
That fnared and caught in meditated wiles, 

I banifh'd from my boufe a guiltJefs wife 

That burning with revenge, I flew to quencl^ 
My wrath in Paulet*? blood — zSlI this I own. 
^ut by the facred eye pf Providence ! 
^f h^t views each l^umap ftcp^ ^d ftill detefts 



6i CLE a N E. 

The murderer's deed , of this imputed crime . \ 

My heart is ignorant; my hands are clear. 

BzAVfOKT Senior. ^ 

* 4 

I wi{& tbop irinoccnt 

Glanville. i 

Have then, my woi:^| 
No weight ? And is his o^^ attefting hpjid 
No proof againft him ? Is her fecret flight 
An accident ? No more-—* O' partial man 1 
To hide thy daughter's fhacne, thou feck*ft my life, • 
But I appeal from thee to public juftice- 

BjbauFQRT Siniar. 
To that thou art confign'd ; and may the hand 
Of ftri6l enquiry drag to open day 
All fecret guijt,* tho' fhame indelible 
Should brand a daughter nearcft to my heart, 
Ifeaven aid Qiy fearch ! I feek not blood, but truth, 
Guard fafe your prifoner to the magi ft rate, 
J'll follow yoii. The juftice thou deipand'ft. 
Thou (h^lt not want, 

Glanville, 
'Tis well : I alk no more. 
Let Ragozin, let Ifabella too 
Attend the magiftrate — on them I call 
To clear my flandcr'd name, 

Beaufort Senior. 

Itfhallbefo. 
Take them this inftant to your ftridteft care, 
Thou too, Sifroy, be ready to attend, 

SiFRoy. 
O think not I will leave him, till full proof 
Condemn him or acquit. 

Beau- 
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•i 

Beaufort Semor, 

. The eaufe demands it, 
. [Exeunt Officers with GlanviUe guariii, 

S C E N £ . ¥• SiFUQY, Beaufort 5if»w?% 



SiFROY, 

Whence hsrs'the mifcreant this uitufual firmnefs ? 
Can guilt be free from terror ? 

Beaufort Senior. 
' . No, my fon ? 
And thro' the mafk of fmooth Hypocrify, 
Methinks I fee conceal 'd a trepibling heart. 
If he be true, my daughter muft be falfe : 
If he be guiltlefs, who hath murdcr'd Paulet ? 

There, there, th^nk Heaven ! my hands arc innocent, 
But oh, my love ! — Conduft me virhefe flie ftrays 
Forlorn and comfortlefs ! Alas, who knows-^- 
fler tender heart perhaps this moment breaks 
\Vith my unkijidnefs ! Wretch ! what haft thou loft ! 

[Enter Beaufort Juni^^ 

S C E N 5 Vl- 
S5FR0Y, Beaufqrt SimoryBEAVfOKT Junior^ 

Beaufort ^unhr* 
Thy foul's fweet peace !^rr-Nevcr, no nevermore 

To be regain'd ! Shame, angiiilh, and defpair 

Shall h^unt thy future hours ! Severe Remorfc 
ghall ftrike his vulture talon? ^Jiro' thy heart, 

Aa4 
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And rend thy vital threads. 

PeaufoRt Senior. 

What meftns my fon ? 
SiFRoy. 
My bf«tli«r \^ — ^f I «ay cof^ufe tb«c yet 
Py th^t dear nam?* — 

3EAUFaiir Junior. 

Thou may'ft not—I difclaim it ! 
SiFiiav, * 
Why doft thou itill alarv P^y fliuddcring (bul 
With rifing terrors ? 

3£AUF0&T Stniar^ 
My dear fon, relieve 
Thy father from this dread fufpcnfe \ 

3eaufort Juni^. 
O fir ! how (hall I fpeak ! or in what words 
Unfold the horrors of this night ? — My fiftern--. 
Loft to her wretch(?4 felf. — thro* dreary wilds 
Wanders diftrafled-— void of Reafon's light 
To guide her devious feet. 

Beaufort Senior. 

Support me, Heaven t 
Then every hope is fled ! — Thy will be done I-^-, 
Where is my child ?^ Where was fhe found ? 

Beaufort Junior^ 

Alas! 
Of foul too delicate, too foft to bear 
XJniuft reproach, and undeferved fhame, 
piftraftion fciz'd her in the gloom of night. 
As pafling thro' the wood fhe fought the arms 
Pf a pnotefting fatber, 

ft 

SlFWY. 
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SiFROY. 

Do I live? 
ts fubh a Wretch permitted ftill to breathe ? 
Why opens not this earth ? Why fleeps above 
The lightening*s vengeful blaft ? Is Heaven unjuft ? 
Or am I ftill referv'd for deeper woe I 
I hope not mercy — that were impious — 
Four thij^ on my bare head, ye minifters 
Of wrath ! your hotteft vengeance— « 

Beaufort Junior. 

Stop — forbear— 
Nor imprecate that vengeance which unfeen. 
Already hangs o'er thy devoted life. 
Thou know'ft not yet the nleafure of thy woe. 
Thy child, thy lovely babe; a bloody torfe; ^^ 

Lies breathlefs by his frantic mother's fide- 
Much to te ife^'d, by h^r own hand deftroy'd. 
When Reafon in ber brain had loft dominion. j 

SiFROY. 

My child too go>ne ! — Then mifery is compleat-«^ 

my torn heart ! — Is there in Heaven no pity > 
None, none for me \ The wrongs of all | lov'd 

To Heaven afcending, Barr th'eternal gates, ] 

And dofe the ear of Mercy 'gainft my prayer. 

But Fate's laft bolt is thrown, aiid t atn curft 

Beyond all power to mar^te Torture's pang.* 

Yes, I am fcorn'd, abahdon'dl, and caft ouf 

By Heaven and Earth !— -1 liiiu'ft iiot call thee father— • 

1 have undone the^, rbbb'd thee of the name : 
And now, my f«lf aq^childlefs, and undone* 

BtAOFoftf Senior. 
Forbear, my if^ft,' td Aggravate t^y f ricf, 

F Already 
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Already too fcvere. Kind Providence 
May yet reftore, and harrhonfzc the mind. 

SlFROY. 

* * ■ • ■ 

May Heaven pour blefllngs on "^hy reverend head 

For that fweet hope ! but fay, where (hall I fee her ?— 

How bear the drcadfuF fight I 

Beaufort Junior. 

Dreadful indeed f 
On the cold earth they found her laid : her head. 
Supported on her arm, hung o*er her child. 
The image of pale Grief, lamenting Innocence. 
Sometimes fhe fpeaks fond words, and feems to fmlLe 
On the dead babe as 'twere alive.— -Now like 
The melSncholy bird of night, fhe pours 
A foft and melting ftrain, as if to foothe 
Its flumbers : and now clafps it to her breaft. 
Cries Glanville is not here — fear not, my love. 
He fhall not come — Then wildly throws her eyes 
Around, and in the tendereft accent calls 
Aloud on thee, to fave her from difhonour ! 

Sifroy; 
ttafte, let us hafte — diftrafted thus, fhe grows 
Still dearer,^ ftill more precious to my foul ! 
O let me foothe her forrows into peace, 

BeaufoKt Senior. 
Stay — calls fhe frequently on Glanvilk^s name i 

m tiEAVFOKT Junior. 
So they report who found W. 

Beaufort Senior i 

Left they hei 
Alone ? 

Bi AWFORT Junion 
No ; but all arts to court her thence were ffin. 
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BEAuroRT ^tnior. 
'Thifher with fpeed this moment let us fly. 
Let Glanville too attend. From the wild wordi 
Of madnefs and delirium, he who ftruck 
From darknefs light — may call Difcovcry forth, 
To guide our footfteps. 

Beaufort Junior. 

Jaft IS your refolve. 
And I will follow you — but have rcceiv'd 
Intelligence of Paulet that imports us. 

SiFROY. , , 

Of Paulet ! of my friend ! What may it be f 

Beaufort Juniori 

As yet Vm ignorant. 

» -| 

B'EAuroftt Senior. 
, . To gain us light, " 

Be ho means Irft untry'd, 

^ \^Extt BeAu^ort Jmiok 

Sifroy* 

But tiade, we linger. 
Yei whither can I fly ? where feek for pe«ce ? 
In its moft tender vein my heirt is wounded ! 
Had I been fmote in any other j>art, 
J could have borne with firmnefs ; but in Thct," 
My wrong'd, my ruin'd love,^ I bleed to death. 



End $f the Fourth ACT. 
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ACT V. 



SCENE, the TTood. 

Cleone is iifcwtred Jltting by her dead child ; over whom 
Jhe hath fom/d a Uttle bower of Jhrubs and branches of 
trees. She feems very bufy in picking littk J^rigs from et- 
hough in her hand* 

CtEoiiEfngs. 

The Mufic by Mr. Oswald , 

I'll i"^! Ill 




weeter thaii the damafk rofe rofe 
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kjvcly hrcaft j There, O 
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let me there repofe, 



Sigh, 
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figh, and fink to reft. 



Did I not love him ? who can fay I did not ? 

My heart was in his bofom, but he tore 

It out, and caft it from him— Yf^t I loy*d— ^ 
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And he more lovely feetri'd to ttiat fond hearif 
Than the bright cherub failing on the (kirts 
Of yonder cloud, 'th inhabitant of heaven. 

Enter Sjfroy, Beaufort Senin'^ Isabella, Glax. 

VILL£, RAOOZIN, OffictTiy l^C. 

Beaufort Senior* 
This is the place— -And fee my haplefs child ? 
Why, gracious Heaven ! why have I liv'd to feel 
This dreadful moment ? — Soft I pray ye tread—- 
And let us well obferve her fpeech and action. 

Sjfrov. 

Have I done this ! — and da I live !— -My heart 
Drops blood U— But to thy guidance I will bend^ 
And in forc'd filence fmother killing grief. 

GtANVILLE. -^ 

Did'ft thou not tell me, villain, fhe was dead ? 

Ragozin. 
I was deceived — by Heav'n, I thought her fo. 

GtANVILLE* 

May Hell ceward thee. 

Beaufort Senior. 

Stay — fherifes — hu{h ! 

Cleons. 

Soft ! foft ! he ftirs 

O I have wiikM him — I have wak'd my child ! 
And when falfe Glanville knows it, he again 
Will murder him. 

Beaufort Seniorm 
— Mark that ! 

Glanville. ' 

And arc the words 
F 3 Of 
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pf incoherent madaefs to convift mc ?. 

SiFROY. 

They are the voice of Heaven, detefting murder I 
Yes, Villain ! Thy infernal aim appears, 

Cleone. 
No, no ; all ilill— As undifturb'd he fleeps 
As the ftolen infant rock'd in th' eagle's neft^ 
Pll call the red-brcaft, and the nightingale. 
Their pious bills once cover'd little babes. 
And fung their dying dirge. Again, fweet birds ! 
Again pdur forth your tnchrtcholy noteSj 
And foothe once more that innocence ye love. 

SiFROY. 

On that enchanting voice, hovir my fond heart 

Hath hung with rapture !— -now too deeply picrc'd 

1 die upon the found, [Hi advances towards heVj^ 

My dearcft love. 
Behold thy own Sifroy, returned to calm 
Thy griefs ! and pour into thy wounded mind 
The healing balm of tendernefs ! 

Cleone, friglfUd and trembling. 

Sweet Heaven^ 
Proteft me ! O if you have pity, five 
My infant !. — Caft away that bloody fteel ! 
And on my knees I'll kifs the gentle hand 
That fpar'd my child !— Glanville fhall never know 
But we are dead — In this lone wood we'll live, 
And I no more will feek my hufband's houfe. 
And yet I never wrong'd hihi ! never indeed ! 

Sifroy, 
I know thou didft nbt— Lock upon me, love f 
Deft thou not kncv/ me ? I am thy Sifroy— 
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Thy hufband— Do not break my heart---0 fpeak ! 
That look will kill me ! 

Beaufort Zen^ 

My dear child ! look up— 
I^ook on thy father ! Am I too forgotten ? 
Is every filial trace in thy poor brain 
Defac'd— She knows us not !— May Heaven, my fon^ 
Lend thee |ts beft fupport ! For me- —my days 
Ar^ few ; nor c^i my fonow's (Jate be long 
f rotravSlcd. 

§IFRQY. 

. . Say not fo ! Muft I becom9 
The murderer of all I hold mod dear ? 

Cleone. 
Yes — yes — a huiband once — a father tpo 
I had — but loft, quite lo^ — deep in my braiij 
Bury'd they lie — j — in heaps of rolling fand-r- 
\ i:ani)ot |ind them. 

SiFRoy, 
Q heart-rending grief h 
How is that fair, that an^iable mind, 
Pisjointed, blafted by the fatal rage 
Of one ra(h moment ! 

[She goes tq her chlU^ hi f(,llo%vs^ 
Let fweet Pity veil 
T^c horrors of this fcene from every eye ! 
My child ! my child ! bide, hide me from that fight ! 

[Tfcrwx away. 

Cleone* 
Stay, ftay,— — for you are good, and will not hurt 
My lamb. Alas, you weep — why (hould you weep ? 
I am his mother, yet I cannot weep. 
Have \ovk marc pity than a mother feeh ? 
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But I fliall wcq) no mo re my heart is coU, 

SiFROY, falling »n bis knees. 

O mitigate thy wrath, good He^YCn ! Thou know*ft 

My weaknfefs — lay no% on thy creature more 

Than he can bc;ar : Reftore her, O rcftpre ! 

But if it muft not be — if I. am doom'd 

To ftand a dreadful warning to deter 

Frail man from fudden rage — almighty Power, 

Then take, in mercy take, this wretched life ! 

[^As be rifes^ Ifabella comes fQr%vafd and throws bet'* 
filf at his fe^t. 

Isabella. 
Hear, hear me, ffr Irr-My very heart is picrcM ! 
And my (I^ock'd foul, beneath a load of guilty 
Sinks down in terrors i|nfupportab)e. ' 
'Tis heaven impels me to reveal the crimes. 
In whiph a fatal paffion has involv'd me. 
Proteft me, fave from his defperate rage ! 

[G\2LV{\i\\c fuddenly pulls out ajhort daggeH whi^h bet 

had conceaPd in his hofom ; and attempts tojlah ber; 

one of the officers wrenches it from him. 

Beaufort Senior. 
Ha,! feixe tl^c dagger ! 

SlFHOV. 

Hold thy murderous hand ! 

Ragozin, afide. 
All is bstray'd— for m^ no.lkf^ty now, 
JBut fudden flight. 

[ He endeavours to withdraw ^^ 

SlFROY. 

Stop — feize — detain that Have ! * 
Th* attempt to fly befpcaks \^m an accomplice. 

[He isfeized4y the officers^ 

IfABJBLLA. 
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Tremble, O wretch l-rTho^ fe^'ft that Heaven js juft, 

Kor fuffers even Qurf^lVips, tQ h\4^ o\if deeds. 

T« death I yield — nor bo]>e^ noi: wiih for life-*- 

^eri^It me to reveal fbr^e dreadful, trui^hs. 

And Ifhall diec9atent. Thy haplefs wi^, 

Cbafte as the pureft angel of ^he (ky. 

By Glanville is traduc'd-— by him betray'4« 

paulet is murder^d^^-and by his device. 

The lovely child. Scduc'd by his vile arts. 

And by the flattering hopes of wealth infnaf'd» 

pift/adting thought ! I have deftroy'd my foul* 

Be AVFOKT Senior. 
Why, why fo far from Virtue didft thou flray. 
That to compa0ionate thy wretched fate^ 
Almoft is criminal ? 

Beaufort Senior^ U GtAKvitti, 
But canft thou bear-»- 
Can thy h^d heart fupport rijis dreadful tcer^ ? 

GlAnVlLhE^ . 

I know the woffl:, and am prepar'd to meet it. 
That wretch hath feaPd my death. And had I but 
Aveng'd her timorous per6dy«-^-tbe reft 
}M leave to Fate % and neith^ ibo4l4 lament 
My own, nor pity ywrj, . 

SlFROY^ 

Inhuman fava<^! 
Igut Juftice (hall exert her keeneft foour^, 
And wake to terror thy unfecUng heart. 
Guard them to f^fe coofinenaent.— Killing fig^t ! 
P^hpld that piteous oh}e<Sl ! — Her dumb grief 
^jjwks to mjr heart unutterable v^rpc ! 

HorrQT 
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Horror is in her fikncc^^ ( He goa to her) My dear lov^ ! 
took, look upon me ! Let thefe tears prevail^ 
And with thy reafon, wake thy pity too. 

Cleone. 
Again you weep — But had you loft a wife. 
As I a hufband, you might weep indeed ! 
Or had you loft fo fweet a boy as mine, 
'T would break your heart ! . 

SlFROY. 

Her words arc pointed ftetl J 
Have I not loft a wife ? — loft a fwcet boy i 
Indeed I have ! — My felf too murder'd them ! 

, Cleone. 

That was unkind — Why did you fo ? — But hufh \ 
Let no one talk of murder — I was kill'd — 
My hufl)and,murder'd me — but I forgave him. 

i SiFROY. 

I cannot, cannot bear !-*»-0 torture ! torture 1 

Collect thy felf, and with the humble eye 
Of patient Hope, look up tp Heaven reiign'd, 

SiFROY. 

Hope ! where is hope !-*-Alas, no hope for m^ ! 
On downy pinions, lo ! to heaven flie.fliesr— * • 

To realms of blifs-— where I muft never come ! 
Terrors are mine — and from the depths below^ 
Defpair looks out, and beckons me to ilnk ! 

Beaufort Senior. 
AiTuage thy grief! call Reafon to thy aid. 
Perhaps we yet may fave her precious life j 
At leaft delay not, by fome gentle m0lans, 
f o foothc h^r to return, 

$|FR0T, 
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SiFROY. 

May fbflrPerfuafion dwell upon thy lips ! 
But ah, can tears or arguments avail. 
When Reafon marks not ? 

[Enter Beaufort Junitr, 
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C^.EOK£^ SiFROY, Beaufort Senior^ ^zkvvokt Junior^ 

Beaufort Junior. 

Where, where is iriy fifter ? 

Beaufort Senior. 
Alas! the melancholy fight will pierce 
Thy inmoft foul ! — But do not yet difturb her. 
Diftraftion o'er her memory hangs a cloud, 
That hides us from her, 

SiFROY. 

My deareft brother ! can thy heart receive 
^fie wretch, who robb'd it of a fifter's love ? 

Beavfort yiwi/V. 
I do forgive thee all. ■ Alas, my brother ! 
lytoft bafely Wert thou wrong'd. But Truth is found-*-^ 
Faulet, tho' wounded, yet efcap'd witblife. 

SiFROY, 

Then Heaven is juftr- But tell me, how efcap'd i ■■ 

Beaufort Junior. 
Thou (halt know all — But ftay ! my fifter fpeaks*-^ 

Cleone, coming forward, 
O who hath done it ! — v/ho hath done this deed 
QjFdeat^ ? — My chiki is murder'd— my fw«ct babe 

»?rcft 
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' Bereft of life !~Thou GlaiYilU f thou art he ! 
Remorfelefs iiendi ! deftroy a cbiU ! an infant h 

Monftcr forbear ! Sec fee the Uttle heart 

^leed^ on his dagger's point I 

[LooHfig down to the earth* 
But lo t the Furies ! — the black fiends of hell 
Have felz'd the Murderer ! look ! they tear his heart — 
That heart which h^ no pity ! Hark ! he flirieks — 
His eye -balls glare-^his teeth together gnafh 
In bitt;ernefs of anguifh — while the fiends 
Scream in his frighted ear — Thoujhatt not murder ! 

Beaufort Senior. 
What dreadful vifions terrify her brain J 
To interrupt her muft relieve.— —Speak to her. 

SlTROY. 

My dearcft love !- — caft but one look upon us ! 

ClecNE, footing up to heaven p 
Is that my infant ? — Whither do ye bear 
My bleeding babe ? Not yet. O mount not yet. 
Ye fons of light, but take me on your wings. 
With ttiy fwect innocent — I come ! I come f 

[Her father and brother take hold if her ^ 
Yet hold 1 where is my hufband — my Sifroy ? 
Will not he follow ? Will be quite forfake 
Hia poor loft wife ? — O tell him I was true ! ^Sivsons^ 

BtAUFORT Senior. 
Alas, (he faints !-—r fear, the hand of Death 
Is falling on her*. Gintlybear her up. 

SiFRoy* 
O God ' my heart-— 

My heart-ftrings break ! — Did not her dying words 
Dwell on my name. ? Did not her lateft figh 

Breathe 
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Breathe tendernefs for me ?— for me, the wretch, . 
Whofe rafli fufptcipn, whofe intemj^erate rage. 
Abandoned her to {hamef^-^-Hah ! gracious Heaven ! 
Does flie not move ( Does not returning light 
Dawa in her feeble eye ? Her opening lips 
Breathe the fweet bopd of life ! 

Wheife have I been ? 
What dreadful dreams have floated in my brain ! 

Beavwoslt Sgnhrm 
How fares my child i 

Cleove. 
O faint ! exctedilig faint ! 
My father ?-*-niy dear father !— Do I wakcf 
And am L am I in a father's arms i 
My brother too — O happy ! 

Beaufort Junior. 

My dear filler ! 

SlFROY« 

Tranfporting rapture } Will my lovt return 
To life ? to reafon too ? Iwiuhjcnt Power ! 

Cleone. 
What founds what well-known voice is that I hear \ 
Support me, raife me to his long^loft arms ! 
It is my hufband ! my Sifroy ! my love ! 
Alas, too faint'—- 1 never more ihall rife^ 

SiFRoy. 
Ah ! do not wound me, da not pJerce my heart 
With any thought lb dreadful ! Art thou given 
la mockery o»ly t6 my^ longing arms ? 
Raife up thy head, my love ! leail on my breaft. 

And whifper to n^y f^ul thou wilt noe die. 

Cleqnb, 
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Clsone. 
How thy fwcet accents foothc the pangs of death ? 
Witnefs ye Angels ! thus in thy dear arms 
To die, my faithful love, and fpotlefs' truth 
Confirm'd, was all my wi(h ! Where is my fadief ? 
Let me but take his bleffing up to Heayon^ 
And I fhall go with confidence ! / 

B£AUFORT Siflior. 

My child-— 
My darling child !— May that pure blifs, juft HeaveaT 
Beftows upon departed faints, be thine f 

Cleone. 
Farewel, itiy brother ! comfort and fupport 
Our father's, feeble age — To heal his grief 
Will give thy fitter's dying moments earfe^ 

SiFROY. " • ■ ^ 

Talk not of death !-•»•* We muft not, muft not part f 
Good Heaven ! her dying agonies approach ! 

Cleone. 
The keeneft pang of death, is that I feel 
For thy furviving woe.-— Adieu, my love f 
I do entreat thee with my laft, laft breath, 
Reftrain thy tears— -riior let me grieve to think 
Thou feePft a pain I cannot live to cure, 

SlFROY., 

Might'ft thou but- live,* how light were every paitf - • 
Fate could inflidt ! 

• Cleone. 
It will not be !—- 1 faint— 
My fpirits fail — farewel— receive me. Heaven. [DiefJ 

SiFROY. 

6he's gone ! — forever gone ! — Thofe lotely eyes 
Afe dds'd^ id death— n« more to look on me ! 

My 
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My fate is fix'd, and in this tortur'd breaft 
Anguifh — Remorfe— Defpair — muft ever dvrell. 

Beaufort Senior. 
Offended Power ! at length with pitying eyes 
Look on our mifery ! Cut fhort this thread. 
That links my foul too long to wretched life 1 
And let mankind^ taught by his haplefs fate. 
Learn one great truth. Experience finds too late $ 
-That dreadful ills from rafh Refentment flow, 
And fudden Paffions end in lafting Woe. 
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EPILOGUE, 

As originally Written 

By William Shenstone, Efq. 
Spoken by Un. BELLAMY. 

TT/'ELLy Ladies-^'fo much for the Tragic JiiU^''- 

And nowy the cujiom is— to make youfmile* 
"' To make usfmile^ I hear Flippanta/sry, 
<« Ygs — we have fmird indeed — thro" half the play : 
** TVe always lat4£h when Bards^ demure andjlyy 
** Be/low fuch mighty pains — to mate us cry. 
*' And truely^ to bring forrow to a crijis^ 
*' Mad-folks y and murdered babes tfr^— -ihrewd devites. 

*' The Captain gone three years — and then to blame 
** The ve/ial condu^ of his virtuous dame I — 
** Tfl)at French, what Englifli bride would think it treafon^ 
*' When thus accused — to givt the brute fome reafon ? 
*^ Out of my houfe — this nighty for footh — depart ! 
*'^ A modern «;//> b^faid — Witk ^l my heart ; • 
** But think noty haughty Sir^ PUgp ^ilone I 
Order your coach"'- conduSl me fafe to tsmU'-"- 
Give me myje^elS'-^'Wardrobe—and my maid"^-' 
And pray iak^ care my pin-money be paid : 
Elfe know J I wield q pen-^^and^ for hlsgUfy^ 
*^ My dear's domfftUffats may Jbine injlory I 

" Then for the Child — the tale was truely fad--^ 
*• Buf wbofgrfuch a banittng would run mad ? 

G '^'^ Wwi^ 
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*• fVhat wife^ at midnight hour indiifd t9 roami 
" Would fondly drag her little chit from home \ 
** What has a mother with her child to do ? 
" Dear brats — the Nurfery'j the place for you I 

Such are thejlrains of many a modijh Fair ! 
Yet memoires — not of modern growth—'^eclare 
The time has been, when modejly and truth 
Were deemed additions to the charms of youth •; 
E^re^ in the dice-box^ Ladies found delight ; 
Or fwoorCd^ for lack of cards ^ on Sunday-night ; 
IVhen women hid their necks^ and veiFd thei 
Nor rofhp'd, nor ralCd^ norjlar^d^ at public 
Nor took the airs of Amazons-^^for graces ! 
IVhen plain domejiic virtues were the mode ; 
And wives ne^er dreamt of happinefs abroad^ 
But chear*d their offsprings Jhun^ d fantdjlic airs ; 
Andy with the Joys ofwedlock^mixt the Carcs^ 

Such modes are pajl-^^yet fure they merit praife ; 
For marriage triumphed in thofe waffel days : 
No virgin Jigh* din vain ; no fears arofsy 
Lejl holy wars Jhould caufe a dearth of beaux : 
By cba/te decorum^ Each^ affeSfion gained ; 
By faith andfondnefsj what Jhe won^ maintained, 

*Tis yoursy ye Fair ! to mend a thoughtlefs age^ 
Thatfcorns the prefsj the pulpit j andthejlage I 
To yield frail Hujbands Ho pretence tojiray : 
{Men will be rakes , if women lead the way) 
To fiothe — But truce with thefe preceptive Utys\ 
The Mufcy who dazzled with y our ancient praife^ 
On prefent Worthy and modern Beauty tramples^ 
Muji $wHy (be nier could boaji more bright examples,* 

MEL. 
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MELPOMENE: 

OR, 

The Regions of TERROR and PITY, 

A N 

O D E. 



I. 

OUEEN of the human heart ! at whofe commani 
The fwelling ticles of mighty Paffion rife ; 
Melpomene, fupport my vent'rous hand. 
And aid thy fuppliant in his bold cmprife j 
From the gay fcenes of pride 
Do thou his footfteps guide . 
To Nature's aweful courts, where nurft of yore. 
Young Shakefpear, Fancy's child, was taught his various 
lore. 

II. 

So may his favoured eye explore the fource. 

To few reveal'd, whence human forrows charm ; 
So may his numbers, with pathetic force. 

Bid Terror ihake us, or Compaffion wann> • • 

As different drains controul 
The movements of the foul j 
Adjuft its pafltbns, harmonize its tone 5 . . i 

To feel for otheri' woe, or nobly bear ite own. 

Gz IILDeci^ 
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III. 

Dcq) in the covert of a fliadpwy grove, 

'Mid broken rocks where dafliing currents play ; 
. Dear to the penfive Pleafures, dear to Love, 

And Damon't Mtife, that breathes her melting lay, 
This ardent prayer was made : 
When lo ! the fecret (hade. 
As confcious of fome heavenly prefence, (hook — 
Strength, firmnefs, reafon,aH — my'aftonifli'd foulforfook. 



IV. 



Ah ! whither Goddefs ! whither am I borne ? 

To what wild r^ion's necromantic ihore ? 
Thefe pannics whence ? and why my bofom torn 
With fudden terrors never felt before ? 
Darknefs inwraps me round. 
While from the vaft profound 
Emerging fpo<Stres dreadful ihapes afTume^ 
And gleaming on my fight, add horror to the gloom* 

V. 

Ha ! what is He wfaofe fierce ind^nant ^tf 

Denouncing vengeance, kindles into flame ? 
Whofe boifterous fury blows a ftorm fo liigh^ 
As with its thunder ibakes his labouring frame. 
What can fuch rage provoke ? 
His words their pa&ge choak : 
His eager fteps nor time nor truce allows 
And dreadful dangers ymt the fioenace of lu» ht4m^ 

VI. Pr^ 
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Prote£l me, Goddess I whence that fearful fhriek 

Of conflernation ? as grim Death had laid 
His icy fingers on fome guilty cheek. 
And all the powers of manhood fhrunk difinay'd : 
Ah fee ! befmear'd with gore 
Revenge ftands threatening o'er 
A pale delinquent, whofe retorted eyes 
In vain for pity call->-the wretched vii^m dies. 

VIL 

Not long the fpace-^-abandon'd to defpair. 

With eyes aghaft, or hopdefs fix'd on eardx^ 
This flaye of paffion riends his (catter'd hair. 
Beats his fad breaft, and execrates his birth : 
While torn within he ftels 
The pangs of whips and wheels ; 
^ And fees, or fancies, all the fiends below. 
Beckoning his frighted foul to realms of eodic6 wot* 

vm. 

Before my wonderkig fenfe new {diant(Ms dance, 

And flamp their horrid Aapes ttpon my brain--^ 
A wretch with jealous brow, and eyes Mamoe,^ 
Feeds all in fecreton his bofom pnin^ 
Fond love, fierce hate afiul ; 
Alternate they prei^il : 
While confcious {uride ajid ftam€ with in^ge cai»fpiriC# 
And urg^ the latent fp^^ 4^ &ame$ ^ tQicimng ike. 

IX. The 
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IX. 



The ftorm proceeds— -his changeful vifagc trace r 

From Rage to Madnefs every feature breaks. 
A growing phrenzy grins upon his face. 

And in his frightful ikire Diftra6iion fpeaks ; 
His ftraw-invefted head 
Proclaims all reafon fled ; 
And not a tear bedews thofe vacant eyes— .- 
But fongs and ihouts fucceed, and laughter-mingled fighs*. 

X, 

Yet, yet again ! — a Murderer's hand appears 

Gr^fping a pointed dagger ftain'd with blood I 
His look malignant chills with boding fears. 
That check the current of life's ebbing flood* 
In midnight's darkeft clouds 
The dreary mifcreant fhrowds 
His felon ftep— as 'twere to darknefs given 
To dim the watchful eye of all-pervading Heaven* 

XI. 

• 

Andliark ! ah Mercy f whence that hollow found? 
Why with ftrange horror ftarts my briftling hair ? 
Earth opens wide, and from unhallow'd ground 
A pallid Ghoft flow-rifing fteals on air* 
To where a mangled corfe 
Expos'd without remorfe 
liies fiiroudlefs, unentomb'd, he points the a'^ay*-^- 
Points^ to tbe prowling wolf exultant o'er his prey. 

XII. "Was 
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XII. 

«« Was it for this, he cries, with kindly ihow^ t 

«' Of daily gifts the traitor I carefs'd ? 
" For this, array'd him in the robe of power, 
'< And lodg'd my royal fecrets in his breaft ? 
'' O kindnefs ill repay'd ! . 
** To bare the murdering blade 
^' Againfl: my life ! — may Heav'n his guilt explore, 
<^ And to my fufFering race their fplendid rights reftore*"^ 

XIII. 

He faid, and ftalk'd away, — Ah Goddefs ! ceafc 

Thus with terrific forms to rack my brain ; 
Thefe horrid phantoms ihake the throne of peace. 
And Reafon calls her boafted powers in vain ; 
Then change thy magic wand. 
Thy dreadful troops difband. 
And gentler fhapes, and fofter fcenes difcfofe. 
To me}t the feeling heart, yet footheitstendereft wo«i^ 

XIV. 

The fenrent prayer was heard. — With hideous found. 

Her ebon gates of darknefs open flew ; 
A dawning twilight chears the dread profound ; 
The train of Terror vanifhes from view. 
More mild enchantments rife ^ 
New fcenes falute my eyes, 
Groves, fountains, bowers, and temples grace the plain 
And turtles coee around, and nightingaks eompkin'. 

XV. And 
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XV. 

And erwy myrtle bower and cyprcfs grove. 

And every folemn temple teems with life ; 
Here glows the fcene with fond but htplefs love^ 
There, with the deeper woes of human ftrife. 
In groups around the lawn. 
By freih difaflers drawn. 
The fad fpedators ieem transfix'd in woe ; 
And pitying fighs are heard, and heart*felt (brrows Row. 

XVL 

Behold that beauteous maid ! her languid head 

Bends like a drooping lily cfaarg'd with rain r 
With floods of tears fhe bathes a Lover dead. 
In brave aflertion of her honour (lain. 
Her bofom heaves with fighs ; 
To Heaven Ihe lifts her eyes. 
With grief beyond Ae power of words oppreft, 
SinlK 9a die lifeleis corft, and dies upon his breaft. 

XVIL 

How ftrong the bands of Friendfliip ? yet, alas 1 

Behind yon mouldering tower with ivy crowti*dv 
Of two, the foremoft in her fiicred cla&. 
One, from his friend, receives the fatal wound J 
What could fuch fury m^^ve ! 
Ah what, but ill-ftar*d love ? 
The fame fair objeSk each fond heart enthralls. 
And he, tkfe lavi^r'd youth, her haple& vbStm bih» 

XVIII. Can 
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xvm. 

Can ought fo deeply fway the generous mind 

To mutual truths as female truft in love ? 
Then what relief ftiall yon fair mourner find, 

Scorn'd by the man who (bould her plaints remove i 
By fair, but falfe pretence, 

Sbe loft lier innocence ; 
And that f\f eet babe, the fruit of treacherous art, 
Clafpt in her arms expires, and l^reaks the parent's heart. 

XIX. 
Ah ! who to pomp or grandeur would aipire ? 

Kings are not raisM above Misfortune's frown : 
That form fo graceful even in mean attire, 
Sway'd once a fcepter, once fuftain'd a crown. 
From Filial rage and ftrife. 
To fcreen his clofmg life, 
He quits his throne, a father's forrow feels. 
And ia the lap of Want his patient head conceals. 

XX. 

More yet remained — but lo ! the pbksive QuESir 

Appears confeft before my dazzled fight j 
Grace in her fteps, and foftnefs in her mien. 
The face of forrow mingled with delight. 
Not.fuch her nobler frame. 
When kindling into flame. 
And bold in Virtue's caufe, her zeal afpires 
To waken guilty pangs, or breathe heroic fires. 

XXI. 
Aw'd into filence, my rapt foul attends — 

The Power, with eyes complacent, faw my fear; 
And, as with grace iniefFable fhe bends, 
Thefe accents vibrate on my liftening ear. 

H « Af- 
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*' Afpiring fon of art, 
*' Know, tho* thy fcding heart 
** Glow with thefe wonders to thy fancy fliown, 
^< Still may the Delian God thy powerlefs toils difowiir 

XXII. 
*' A thoufand tender fcencs of foft diftrefs 

*' May fwell thy breaft with fympathetic woes ; 
*' A thoufand fuch dread forms on fancy prefs, 
*V As from my dreary realms of darknefs rofe ; 
*' Whence Shakespear's chilling fears, 
*^ Whence Otway's melting tears— 
'^ That aweful gloom, this melancholy plain, 
^' The /y^^x of every /A^zff^ that fuits the tragic straxIc* 

xxni. 

** But doft thou worihip Nature night and morn, 

'' And all due honour to her precepts pay i 
<' Canft thou the lure of AfFeAation fcorn, 
•* Pleas'd in the fimpler paths of Truth to ftray f 
*' Haft thou the Graces fair 
*' InvokM with ardent prayer ? 
'' 'Tis they attire, as Nature muft impart, 
•« The fentiment fublime, the language of the heart- 

XXIV. 
** Then, if creative Genius pour his ray, 

'' Warm with ii^fpiring influence oh thy breaft ; 
** Tafte, judgment, fancy, if thou canft difplay, 
<« And the deep fourCe of Paflion ftand confeflb : 
** Then may the liftening train, 
« AfFeaed, feel thy ftrain ; 
*« Feel Grief or Terror, Rage or Pity move ; 
** Change with the varying fcenes, and every fcene ap- 
prove/' 

XXV. Hum. 
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XXV. 

Humbled before her Tight, and bending low, 

I kils'd the borders of her crimron veft ; 
Eager to fpeak, I felt my bofoni glow, - 
But Fear upon my Itp her feal impreA. 
While awe-ftruck thus I Hood, 
The bowers, the lawn, the wood. 
The' Form celestial, fading on my fight, 
Diflblv'd in liquid air, and fleeting gleams ofl^ht. 
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